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THE TRAGEDY OF 

King Richard the third. 

Containing, 

His treacherous Plots againfthis brother Clarence: 
the pittiefull murther of his iunocent nephewes : 
his tyrannicall vfurpation : with the whole courfc 
of his detefted life, and mod deferued death. 

As it bath bcene lately Adled by the 

Right honourable the Lord Chamber- 
lainchisferuants. 




, _ AT LONDON 

■ 1 nn j tcd b Y Valentine Sims , for Andrew Wife, 
dwelling in Paules Chuch-yard , at the 
Signe of the Angclh 








■Enter Richard Duke ofGloceJlerfdas. 

Ow is the winter of our dkfeontent. 

Made glorious fummer by this fonne of Yorkes 
And all the claudes that lovvrd vponourhoufc, 
] n (he deepc bofomc of the Ocean buried. 

Now are our browes bound with victorious wreathes* 
Ourbruifcd armes hung vp for monuments. 

Our fterne alarmes changd to merry meetings, 

Our dreadfull marches to delightfull mcafurcs. 
Grim-vifagde warre.hath fmoothde his wrinkled front. 
And now in ftced of mounting barbed fteedes. 

To fright the foules of fearefull aduerfaries. 

He capers nimbly in a Ladies chamber, 

To the lafeiuious pleafing of a loue. 

But I that am not fhapte for fportiue tricke*. 

Nor made to court an amorous looking gla(Ie> 

' I that am rudely ftampt and want loucs maiefty, 

Toftrut before a wanton ambling Nymph: 

I that am cuttaild of this faire proportion. 

Cheated offeature by diflemblingnature, 
Defbrmd,vnfiniQat, fent before my time 
Into this breathing world fcarce halfe m&de vpi 
And that fo lamely and vnfafhionable, 

That dogs batke at me as I halt by f hem : 

Why I in this wcake piping time of peace 
Haue no delight to pafi'e away the time, 

VnlefTe to fpie ray ihadow ; ih the funne. 

And defcantonmine owne deformity: 

And therefore fince 1 cannot prooue a louer 
To entertaine thefc faitc well fpokendaies* 

A 2 Ia» 
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The Tragedy 

1 am determined to proouc a villain*;, 

Anti Irate the i,dlc pleafurcs of thefe daici: 

Plots haue I laid indutftiouj dangerous. 

By drunken Prophefies, li be Is and dreamer 
To fet my brother Clarence and {he King 
Jn deadly hate the one againfl the other. & 

And if King Edward be as true and juft, 

As I am fubtile, faftc, and trecherous: 

This day fhould Clarence elofely be mewed vp, 

About a Prophecy which faies that G. 

Of Edwards Jieires the murthcrers fhall be. 

Dine thoughts downe to my foule, €mcr CUrenee with 
Heere Clarence comes, „ gariofmtn. 

Brother, good dayes,wliat mcanes this armed gard 
-That vvaites vpon your grace? 

Clar. His Mai city tendering my perfons fafety hath an* 
fonted J r - 

Tlnsconduft to conuay me to the tower, 

Glo. Vpon what caufc* 

CU. Bccaufe my name is George. 

Glo Alacke my Lord that fault is none of yours. • 
fhould for that commit your Godfathers? 

O belike hisMaiefty hath fame intent 
T hat yc u fhalbe new chriftened in the Tower, 

But vvhats the matter Clarence may Tknow? 

Cla. Yea Richard when I know ; for Iprotcft 
As yet I doe not, but as lean Icarne, 

Hciiarkens after Prophecies and dreames. 

And from the croffe-rowc pluckes the letter G: 

And: foies a wifard told him that by G, 

His inuedifinheiited ftiould be. 

And for my name of George begins with G> 

It followcs in his thought that I am he. 

Thefe as I learne and fuch like toiesas thefe, 

Haue moued bis highnes to commit me now. 

Glo. .Why this it is when men are rulde by women, 

Tis not the King that fends you to the tower, 

My Lady Gray his wife, Clarence ti* /he, * 



of Richard the third. 

That tempers him to {his extremity. 

Was it not fhe and that good man of wor/hippe 

Anthony Wooduilc her brother their , 

That made him fend Lord Haftings to the tower; 

From whence this prefent day he is deliuei ed> 

Wc arc not fafe Clarence, we arc not fa fe 
C/a By hearten I thinke there is no man is fecurcfe. 

But theQueenes kindred ’and night-walking Heralds, 
That trudge betwixt the King and MiftrcfTc Shore 
Heard ye not what an humble fuppliant ' 

Lord Haftings was to her for his dehuery. 

Glo. Humbly complaining to her deity. 

Got my Lord Chamberlaine his liberty. 

He tell you what, I thinke it is our way , 

If we willkecpc infiuour with the Kin<r, 
i o be her men and wcare her liueiy. ° 

Thciealtus orewome widdowand her felfe 

iTemtt° Ur b r° tbei d , ubd £hem gentlewomen, 

Are mighty gofsips in this monarchy 

ytfff. Ibef « cb your Graces both to pardon me: 

HisMa.cftyhat,, ft r eightly giucn in c £ a 

Of w I tT n ,UUC pr,uate inference. 

Of wliat degree foeucr with his brother. 

Yn.,° m Euen fo . and ? lcare worfliip Brokefiburv 

Youmay peruke of any thing we fay: P Yi 

hvJt^A "° trCaf ° n ,njn * we fa v the Kin* 

^^txtimus.andhisnobieQiieenif 

e lay that Shores wife hath a prety foots 

T m " S 5' Cafi ’ n 8 “iW 

Glo. Nauo-ht to Tow ' t °u| 1 ft y klfc haue nought to do. 
He that doth naught with her^” S,< ° rf * 1 tc,i lhcc f «How s 

A 3 W* 





f The Tragedy 

Cla. We know thy charge Brokcnbury and will obey,. 

Glo. We are the Qucenes abiects and muft obey. 
Brother farewell,! wi ; l vnto the King, 

And whatloeuer yoa will imploy me in. 

Were it to call King Edwa rds widdovv lifter, 

1 will performe it to enfranchifc you, 

Meanc time this deepe dilgracc in brotherhood. 

Touches me deeper then you can imagine. 

Cla. I know itpleafeth neither ofvs well: 

Glo . Wel],your imprifonment fhallnot be long, 

I will deliuer you or lie foryou, 

Meane time haue patience. 

C/a. I muft perforce; farewell, "Exit C Ur. 

v Glo . Go treade the path that thou (halt nerc returnc. 
Simple pla'uie Clarence I doeloue thee fo. 

That I will fhoi tly lend thy foule to-hcauen, 

Ifheauen will take the prefentat ourhands: 

But who comes here the new deliuered haftings? 

Enter Lord Ha flings, 

Hdjl. Good time of day vnto my gratious Lord: 

Glo. As much vnto my good Lord Chambcriaiue: 

Well are you welcome to the open aire. 

How hath your Lordfhipbrookt imprifonment? 

Haft. With patience (noble Lord)as prisoners muft: 

But i lhall liue my Lord to giuc them thankes 
That were the caule of my imprilonment. 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt, and fo lhal Clarence too, 

For they that were your enemies arehis. 

And haue preuaild as much on him as you. 

Haft. More pitty that the Eagle fhould be mewed. 
While keihts andbuffards prey dtlibcrty. 

Glo. What nevves abroad? 

Haft. No newes fo bad abroad as this at home: 

The King is fickly,weake and melancholy. 

And his Phifitions fcare him mightily, 

Glo, Now by Saint Paul this newes is bad indeedej 
Oh he hath kept an euill diet long. 

And ouermuch coafumed his royall perlon, 

' Tis 
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tf Richard the third, 

Tis very grieuous to be thought vpon: 

What is he in his bed? 

Haft. He is. 

Glo. Go you before and I, will follow you. Exit tuft. 
He cannot liue I hope, and muft not die. 

Till George be packtwith port horfe vp toheauen. 

31c in to vrge his hatred more to Clarence, 

With lies well fteeld with weighty arguments, 
Andiflfailenotin my deepe intent, 

Clarence hath not an other day to liue 

Which done, God take King Edward to his mercy, 

And leaue the world for me to bulTell in. 

For then lie marry Warwicks yongeft daughter : 

What though I kild her husband and herfathcr. 

The readieft way to make the wench amends, 

Is to become her husband an d her father: 

The which will I, notall fo much forlouc, 

Asfor another fecret elofeintent. 

By marrying her which I muft reach vnto . 

But yet I run before ray horfo to market: 

Clarence ftill breathes, Edward ftill liuesand raignes, 
When they are gone then muft Icountmygaincs. Exit. 

Enter Lady ^nne "With the hearfe of Harry the 6. 

Lady ^in. Set downe fet downe your honourable lo 
If honor may beforowded in a hcarfo, 

Whilft I a while obfequioufly lament 
The vnrimely fall of vertuous Lancaftcr: 

Poore kei-cold figure ofaholy King, 

Pale afties ofthe lioufe of Lancafte^ 

Thou bloudlcfTe remnant of that royall bloud. 

Be it lawfnll that I inuocate thy ghoft. 

To heare the lamentations ofpoorc Anne, 

Wifeto thy Ed ward,to thy flaughtered fonne, 
btabd by the felfefame hands that made thefc holes, 

Lo in thofe window-es that let foorth thy life, 

I powrethe helplefle balrae of my poore eies, 
r llt n u ^ )e * ianc * ^at mn dc thefc facall holes, 
vurft be the heart that had the heart to doe it. 




YheTrtgedy 

More direful! hap betide that hated wretch. 

That makes vs wretched by the death ofthce: 

Thau I can wifh to adders, fpiders, toades, 

Or any creeping vcuomde thing that hues. 

Ifeuer he hauc child abortiue be it, 

Prodigious and vncimcly brought to lights 
Whole vgly and vnnaturall afpcCt, ° 

May flight the hopcfull mother at the view, 

Ifcucr he haiie wife, let her be made 
As miferablc by the death of him, 

As I am made by my poore Lord and thee. 

Come nowtowards Chertfey with your holy loadc 
T aken from Paulcs to be interred there:' 

And llill as you arc weary ofthc waight, 

Reft you whiles I lament King Henries corfe. « 

Enter Glocefler, 

Olo, Stay you tharbcarc the corfe and fet it downe, 

L<t. What blackc magician coniures vp this fiend, 
Toftop dcuoted charitable dcedcs, 

Glo. Villaine fet downe the corfe, or by S.Paulc* 

31c make a corfe of him that difobeies. 

Gent. My Lord, Hand backe and let the coffin pafTe. 

G o. Ynmanerd dog, Hand thou whenlcommand, 
Aduance thy halbert higher than my breft. 

Or by Saint Paul He flrike thee to my loote, 

And fpurnc vpon thee begger for thy boldncs. 

La,. What doe you tremble.arc you all afraid i 
Alas, I blame you not, for you are mortal!. 

And mortall eies cannot endure the diuell, 

Auauntthou drcadfullminifterofhcll, 

Thouhadft but power oucr his mortall bodv, 

His foule thou canft not haue, therefore be o-'one. 

Gto. Sweete Saint.for Charity be not fo curft. 

La. Foule Diuell, for Gods lake hence 5c trouble V* nof» 
For thou haft made the happy earth thy hell: 

Fild it with curling cries and deepe cxclaimes. 

If thou delight to view thy hainous deedes. 

Behold this patterne of thy butcheries. 



#/ Richard the third. 

Oh gentlemen fee, lee dead Henries wound ej, 

Open their congealdmouthes and blecde afccllt. 

Blulh blufh thou lumpe of foule deformity, 

For tis thy prefence that exhales this bloud, 

From cold and empty veines where no bloud dwells. 

Thy deed inhumane and vnnaturall, 

Prouokesthis deluge moft vnnaturall. 

Oh God which this bloud madeft.reuenge his death, 

Oh earth which this bloud drinkft, reuenge his death: 
Either heauen with lightning ftrike the murtheret dead. 
Or earth gape open wide and cate himquicke. 

As thou doeft fwallow vp this good Kings bloud, 

Which his hell-gouernd arme hath butchered. 

Glo. L^dy you know no rules of charity. 

Which renders good for bad,blefsings for curfes. 

Lady. Villaine thou knovyeft no law of God not man: 
N® beaftlb fierce but knowes Ibme touch of pttey. 

Glo. But I know dorifc,-ahd therefore am no bcaft. - 1 

Lady Qhwonderfull when! Djuels tell the troth, 
GA/More wonderfull when Angels arc fo angty 
Voutlafe deuine perfection of a woman. 

Of thefe liippofed euils to giue me leaue, 

By circumftance but to acquitetny felfe. 

La. Vouchfafe defufed infcCtion of a man. 

For thefe knowne euils but to giue me leaue. 

By circumftance to curfe thy curfed felfe. 

Glo. Fairer then tongue can name thee, let me hauc 
Some patient Icilure to excufe my felfe. 

La, Fouler then heart can tbinkc thee thou canft make 
No exculc currant but to hang thy felfe. 

Glo, By fuch defpaire f Ihduld ac-ctife my felfe. 

Lad. And by dcfpairing fhbuldfttho.uftandcxcufclv, 
For doing worthy vengeanceon thy felfe, 

W hich didft vnworthy (laughter vpon others. 

Glo. Say that I flew them not. ' 

La. Why then they are aot dead, 

But dead they are, and diuelifti flaue by thee. 

Glo. I did not kill your husband. 





• Why.4h<m heisaliud I bixi> scl r-sm:.:"; :or ,’o 

Gla. Nay, he isdeadjaudflaiechy.Edvvards hand. Q 
LtC - In thyfouje throS t thou heft, Quecnc Margaret lavv 
Thy bloudy fau!chiaifinoking ; inhis bloud. 

TTe which thou once didft bend: againft heribreft, 

But that thy brothers beat afidc the point,. 

c h- I was prouoked by her flauoderous tongue* 

Which laid their guiitvpoil my guiltlefle ihouiders, 



' 

uoiT 



La, Thou wall prouoked bV thy bloudy rninde* 'n 
Which neper dreamt on ought hut butcheries, 

Didft thou not kill this King. G.fy- I grant yea. 

La, Dt^ft grant me hedghogge men god grant me too' 
Thou auiieft.be damnd fprithat-yyicked deede,.;{ aid HoitlVr 
Oh he was gentlejinildc, and vertuous. vbsJL .d.O 

Glo, The fitter for the King of Heauen that hath him. 

La. Be isin heauen where thou fhaftneuer come*; 

Glo. L?t him thanke me ^WfipIpC tofeiid hith: tlvrher, . 
For he was fit ter for tliatpl accith^flsfti. 

La. And thou vnfit fprgny placebufbpU. »' 

Glo. Yes one place clsnfyou will heare me nanTO'it, . c 
La. Some dungeon, . ; p/<k Your bedchamber. 

La, 111 reft betide the chamber where thou liclft, : i 
do. So will it Madame till I he withy ou 
La. I hope fo. , 1 / _ , 

do. I know fo, but gentle Lady Anne, 

T o Icaue this keen incountcr of our wits. 

And fall fomc what into a flower methode: 

Is not the caufer of the timeles deaths. 

Of thefe Plantagenets Henry and Ed ward. 

As blamefull as the executioner. , i}} 

La. Thou art the caufe andinoft accurft;eft’c& ■ i 
Glo, Your beauty was the caufe of that effeft, A 
Your beauty which did haunt me in my fleepe: 

To vndertakc the death ofall the world 

Solmighl reft onchourc in yourfvveete holbtne. 

La. If I thought that I tell thee homicide, r 

Thefc nailes Ihould rend that beauty from my chcekes. 

Gh. Thefe eies could neuer hdurcfweetbeauties wrack* 

you 



• •JS troi A-V 
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if Richard the third. 

You (houldnotblemilh them if I ftood by: 

As all the world is cheered by the fontie, 

So I by that, it is my day, my life. • f 

La. Blackc night ouerlhadc thy day, and death thy life, 
Glo. Curfe not thy felfe faire creature, thou art both. 
La. I would I were to be reuenged on thee. 
do, Itis a quarrel! raoft vnnaturall. 

To be reuengd on him that loucth you. 

La. Itis a quarrell iuft and reafbnable, 

To be reuengd on him that flew my husband. 

do. He that bereftthec Lady of thy husband. 

Did it to hclpc thee to abetter husband. t • 

La. His better doth not breath vpon the earth. 
do. Go to, he hues that loues you better then he could. 
La. Name him. do. Plantagcnet. 

La. Why that was hee. 

do. The felfcfamc name but one ofbetrer nature. 

La Where is he. Shetjfitttthathim. 1 

do. Heere, 

Why doeftthoufpitteatme. 1 ; • } 

La. Would it were mortall poifon for thy fake. 

C lo. Neuer came poifon from fp fweete a place- 
LA. Neuer hung poifon on a fouler toade. 

Out ofmy fight thou docift infeil nay eies. 

Glo. T hine eies fweete Lady hauc infefted mine. . * a. 

La. Would they were bafiliskes to ftrike thee dead. 

Glo. I would they were that I might die at once. 

For now they kill me with a liuing death: 

Thofe eies of thine from mine haue drawen fait tcates, 
Shamdthcir afpect with ftore of childilh drops: 

I neuer lued to fiaend nor enemy,:- f "T : _ ;o ‘,j 1 

My tongue,could neuer learne fweete -ftfothihg words: * 

But now thy beauty is propofdc rtiy fee: f 

My proud heart fues and prompts my tongueto fpeake, 
Teach not thy lip& fuch Icornepfbrthey were made 
For tiffing Lady rot forfuch contempt. •*-- 

iseudngefullhcart cannot Forgiue, c •• j ' :i .‘ -^ n 
£0 here l lend thccthis fhiu-pe pointed fword: 1 ':"-np 

h*K B2 Which 



The Tragedy 

Which if thoupkafc to hideio this true bofome. 

And letthefoule forth that adoreth thee: ,y/.» :.-i: !!?... A- 

J laic it naked to the deadly ftroke. 

And humbly beg the death vpon my knee. '\ .> : 

Nay, doe not pawfc, twas I that kild your husband, -J.O 
But twas thy beiSlity that prouoked me: 
NaynowdifpatchtwasIchatkiidKingHenry: I ,e\o 
Buttwas thy lieauenly face that fet me on: Here fheleti fkU 
T ake vp the fword againe or take vp me. , the/wonLl 
Ld, Arife diflembicr, though I wifh thy death* 

.1 will not be the executioner. . 1 A '.1 
Glo, T hen bid me kill my fclfe s and I will dock: t i i •' £ 
Id. Ihaueakeady. . ■ . -! 

G/o, Tufh that was in thy rage: 

Speakeit againe, and euen with' the word, • -r' l 
That hand which for thy louc did killthylotie, .7/ .A 
Shall for thy louc, kill a farre truer loue: ,c' 

Toboth their deaths fhaltthoubeacceflary. : ■ V/ .*>1 

Ld . I would 1 knew thy heart. . ... ' ,o\o 

do. Tisfiguied in my tongue* 

Ld. Ifiaremebolh arefrife. 

do. Thenneuer was man true* ,c\o 

I d. Well, well, put vp your fword. )’ . .• i 

do. Say then my peace is made. i v; . : -.3 -O 

Ld, That fhall you know hereafter, r viidT 

do. But fhall I liueimhbpe. 1-^; . : .v T 

Ld, AUmenlhope liuefo. 

do. Voutlafe to weare this ring. ;h . .-i; 

Ld, To take is not to giue. ' Yu;': A ?di’ 3 alobl 

G to. Looke h'o w this riog incompafleth $iy fingdr, ti Jl 
Eucn fo thy breaft inclofeth my poorc hearioJ bami3H3.nl 
Weare both oftHcm forhothofthem are thin<v ugnoi vNt 
And if thy poore ckudtecttupphar.t may :AA; . ■:inS 
But begone fauour at thygtjatious hand, tv. rl buoir; yi h 
Thou doeftconfirme his happincS for euerf vm :o:t <.\x. f 
Ld. What is it?. 

do. That it would pleafethee leaue ihefe ^ddefigne^ 
To him thatftath rabrecaufe to be a mourner*^ ; 




$f Richard the third. 

And prcfcntly repaire to Crosbifcpfacc, 

Where after I haue folcmnly* interred 
At Chcrtfic monaftery this noble King, A 
And wet his graue with my repentant tearcs, 

I will with all expedient dutic fee you: A' ' 

For diuers vnknojjvne rcafons, I befecch you 
Grant me this boone. ig^tiiib.- ~‘.y: < 

Ld. With all my heart, and much it ioiesme too, 

To fee you are become fo penitent: r. • ' o 
Trefsill and Barkley go along with me. 
do. Bid me faiewell. 

Ld, Tis more then you deferue: 

But fince you.teach.me how <to flatter you, 

Imagine I hagefaidftirewelLalready, Exit, 

do. Sirstakeypthedorfc. ■ ' ' ; ■- 

Set. TowardsCherthehobleLord. 

No,to white Friers there attend my comming. 

W a s euer woman in this humor woed, Exeunt, mantt Gl. 
Was euer woman in this humor wonne: 

Be haue her, but I will not keepe hef long. 

What I that kild her husbaiid andhiffacher, ' d ?">- 
To take hcpjn her hearts extreameft hate: / ' ■ 

With curfcs in her mouth , tearcsin her eics, 

The bleeding witnefle ofher hatred bv , 

HauingGod,her confcicnce,and thefe barsagainft me: 
And I nothing to backemy fuite at all, 1 •* ; 1 3 

But theplaine Diuell and diflemblmg lookes, 

And yet to win her all the world to nothing. Hah 
Hath fhe forgot already that braue Prince' ' 

Edward, her L-^dwhora.I fbme threemonths fince, 
Stabdinmy angry, trtoodei at Tewxbcryi i; AY 

^fe^^d.jrl9uelicr.geh«letnattV 
^f^k^Theprodigalitjftof nature: ■"'- l 
Yoiing, valiant, wife, and no doubt right royalh 
"" ^"cious world cannot agmhfe afFoord : 




597 THE BRITISH LIBRARY (Huth 47) OctaVO 




rklW 

r'OiA 

Vt Uni. 



:£lt) 

: T ** 



^rrj 



O i 



A 

(1 3u3 



The Tragedy 

On me whole all nof equals Edwards molty, 

On me that halc.andam vnfhapen thus.- 
My Dukcdome tba beggerly denier, 
t doe miftake my perfbn all this while* 

Vpon my life Ihe findes, although I cannot 
My feltc. to hea merueilous proper man. 

He be at charges for a looking glafle, »'>' 

And entertain? (qme feoreor two of taylers. 

To fluciy falhions to adorae my body* 

Since I ain crept in fauour with my felfc, 

I will maintaine it with (bme little cort: 

Butfirfl: He turne yon fellow in his graue. 

And then return? lamenting to my loue. 

Shine out fatrcfiinne till I haue bought aglaflc, : ' ? 

That I may fee my /hadow as Ipaffet Exit. 

Enter Queenc'y Lord Miners, Gray. 

BJ Hauepatience Madame, thercs no doubthis Male- 
Will foone recover hisjaccuftomed health. 

Gray In that you Uookc it, ill it makes him worfc, 

T herefore for Gods lake entertainegood comfort, 

And chccrehisgracequickaridmery words, * 

QJL. Jf he were defad what would betide of me. 

By. No other harms but bfleof fuchaLord. 

QiL The lode offuch a Ldrd includes allharme. 

Gr : :T^ C b«Metis.haiic bleft you with a goodly foniitV 
Tobe ycurcomforftfrwhenheisgone. '->* - - ’ 

Q#,- Oh he is young, and his minority 
3s put vnto the truft of Rich. Gloccftcr* 

Amar. that louesnot me nor none of you. - 
BJ- Is it concluded he. fhall beprot^Orf [?: ‘ - ; • y 

Itisdetern7Uide ; ,netconcludB«fy6tJc ril; ’t‘ i ' t: ' ' - 
Butfo it moft be if the Ring mifcjrryi 1 ■^HferBuel^DarSy 
Gr. Here come the Lprdsof Baokinghafnand'Darby. 
Enck^ Good tiftie of day vnto your roya'lkfrace. 

D<tr. Godbmake yoiir Maicftyioyfufl ’asybU’feaue beeff. 
QS The Count cfTe RkhmondgoodmyTo: ofDarby^ 
To your, good praiers will fcarccly fay, Attien:- 3 c l 0 f 1 1 
Yet Darby notwithftandibgj&ceiyour wife ' " u ' 
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of Richard fbefbinif X 

And loucs not me ,be ybii good Lo.iafittrtL 
Ihatenot you for her proud arrogance. T)o H 
Dar. Idoe befeech you cither no: belefetie 
The enuious ILundcrs of her falfe accufers, 

Oriflhe be accufdc ii^true report, i • 

Beare with her weakens which! thinke proceed?* u f 
from wayward ficknefle,andno grounded ihalice. - - 

By. Saw you the King to day, my Lo: of Darby? 

Dar. But now the Duke of Buckingham and I 

Came from vifiting his Maiefly. , 

Q»_. With likelihood of his anwhdmentXord*?- 

luc. Madame good hope, his Grace' fpeakescheeff-rr. 

Qu. God grant him health, did you confer with -him.' 1 ; 

WC defires to make attonefncht 

Betwixt the Duke of Gloceftcr and vour brothers. 

And betwixt them and my Lord chamberiamc, ’ ' 

thcintp hisroyall prefence. 

Q& Would all were> well, bufthat will ncuer be. 
Ifeareourhappinesis at the higheft; •- Enter Glace Her, 

Glo. They doc me wrong and I will no? endure it. 

Who are they that complaines vnto the King, 

That I forfooth am fterne and lone them not j 
By 'holy Paujtfoy lone his graeerhut lightly, 

3 hat fill his eares with fu/h difeentious rumors; h ui • • 
Becaufe I cannot flatter and fpfcikefatre, r ; 

Smile in mens,faces, fmoothe., deceit and cog, 
lJucke with french nods and apilh courtdic, 

Iinuilbeheldarankeroiisenimyn • 1 
Cannot a plaine man Jiue and thinke no harme, 

But thus his fimpie p-uth mutt be abufde, i W . 
ny lilken flieinfinuatiag iackes? 

^ ° whom in all this prefence fpeakes your Grace 

txri ' t 1 ° t " ac baftnor honefty nor grace, 

icn iaue I iniuted thee , when done thee wrong* ' 

r thee or thee or any of yoijr.faiflion: 

/. A f/ a o ue ^P® n y° u all. His royall perfon 

r^nr°?L °^ ^ re / erue i >ef kr then you would wiih) 
not be quiet fcarce a bieathmg while. 

But 
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TUT rtgctly 

Butyou mtifttrouble him with lewd complaints. 

Qu. Brother of Gloceftcr, you mi flake the matter: 

The King of his owne royall difpolicion, 

And not prouokt b,y any fuiter elfe, 

Ayming be like at your mteriour hatted, 

Which in your outward adions fhcwesit felfe, •;* 

Again fl my kindredi brother, and my felfe: i0r ‘ 

Makes him to fend that thereby he maygather 
The ground ofyourill will and to remoueit. 

Glo, I cannot tell, the world is growen fo bad, 

That wrens make pray where Eagles dare not pearch, 
Since euerylacke b^camoa Gentleman: 

T hcres many agent! e per fon made a Iacke. 

Q& Come. come,, we know your meaning brother Gl. . 
You enuymy aduancetnent and my friends, ^ - * -■ 

God graunt weneuer may haue needeof you*" 

Glo. Meane.tujic God’ grants thaWehau enttcIeVif 
Our brother is imptifonedby your mearics, 

My felfe difgract, and the nobility ; 1 ‘ 

Held in contempt, whilft many faire promotion^,' 1 
Are daily giuen to cnobte thole 
Thatfcarce lometwodaies fince were worthapoble, 
Byhim that raifde me to this careful! height^ 

From that contented hap which I enioyd,i‘ 

Ineuer did incenfehisMaicfly 
Againft the Duke of Clarence: but haiie'beene, 

Au earned aduocateto pleade for-him. 1 V 
My Lord youdoe me lhamefull inhiry, 

Fallely to drawme inahcle vilefhfpefts. 

Glo. You may deiiy that you wetenot the caufp, 

Ofmy Lord Haftiogs late imprifoDmiht. 

By*. Shemay mydbord. ,l [ ’} ; ; 

Glo. She mayLo.-Ryucrsj why who knowes not (o? 

. She may doc more Sir then denying that: 

She mayfielpe you to many faire preferments. 

And then deny her ayding hand therein, 

And lay thole honours on your high deferts. 

What may (he not, (he may, yea marry may flic. ' ^ 

-- 
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ef RkhArJtbttihitd, . 

Ry. whatmarymaylhc. . f _l, . , 

Glo. What mary may Ihe, marry with a King, 

A batchelor, a handfomc ftripling too. ' 

Iwis your Grandam had a worfer match. v ^ 

qu. My Lo: of Gloccfter,I haue too long borne 
Yourblunt vpbfaidings and your bitter fcoflfes. 

By hcauen I will acquaint his Maicfty 
Withthofe grofe taunts I often haue endured: 

I had rather be a countrey feruant maid. 

Then a great Queeiie with this condition. 

To be thus taunted, fcorned,and baited at: ’Enter Q«. 

Small iov haue I in being Englands Quecne. Margaret. 

Qtt^Mar. And lefned be that final, God I befeech thee. 
Thy honour, ftatc, and fcateis due to me. 

Glo. Whatithreatyou me with tellingof the King,* 

Tell him andfpare not, lookc what 1 haue faid,| : ,i r. 

I will auouch in prefence of the King: j 

Tis time to fpeakc, my paines are quite forgot. 

Qu. Mar. Out diucll I remember, them too well, 

. Thou fleweft my husband Henry in the tower, 
AndEdward my poore fonne at 1’ cuxbcry.. _ 

Glo . Ere you were Quccncryca or your Husband King* 

1 was a packhorfe in his great affaires# 

A weede^out of his proud aduerfaries, 

A liberal]. rQwarder of his friends: 

Toroyalizchisbloud ICpdcmuic owne. 
qu. M*r. Yea ahd much better bloud then his or thine. 
Glo. In 41 which time ypu and your husband Gray, 

Were factious for the houfc of Lancafter: 

And Ryucrs,fo were you > was net your, husband 
In Margarets battaile at Saint Albpncs £U»nc: 

Let me putin your i*mides> ifyouiS forget 
What you haue begpe ere now 7 , and vyhat you arc* 
Withall,what .1 haue becn>and what I am. 

Qtf i 4 A murtbcrous vUl^ine# and fb dill thou art. 
Glo. Poore ;Ciarence did forfcke his father Warwicke, 
Yea and for {wore- himfelfe (which IeCu pardon.) 

QV.M4, Which God rcuengct 

C cl °' 






fk*Tti£eif 

Glo. T o fight on Edwards part}' for the crowne, ! ■*> ~ 

And for lusmeede poors Lo: he is mewed vppd; 

I would to Godmy heart were flint like Edwards, 

Or Edwards foftatfclpittifullli'ke mine, 

IamtoOchitdifii, foohih'forthisworld. 1', . 

Qt^Ma. Hie thee to hedfor fhartle and leaue the 'world 
Thou Cacodemon, there thy kingdomc is. 

y- My LorofGlocelter irt thofe bufie daies. 

Which here you vrge to prduc vs enemies^ 

We followed tliefi ourLo: our jawfull King, 

So flrould vve you lfyoa fhould be our King. 

Glo. If Lfhould be? I had rather be a pedler, 

Earre be it from my heart the thought of it. 

Qj. As little ioy my Lord as you fuppofe 
You fliould enioy, wefeyou this countries King, ' 

As little loy.may you fuppoftih me, 

T hat I enioy being the Qucene thereof. 

QUjM. A little ioy enioies the Qneene thereof^ 

For lam fhc and altogetherioylefle. 
l ean no longer hold me patient: f 

Hcare me you wrangling Pyrats that fall out* 

In fharingthat which you haue pild from me: 

Which of you trembles not that lookes on me? 

Ifnot, that I being Queene you bow like fiibie&s, 
Yetthatby you depofde you quake like rebels: 1 
Ogentlcvillaincdoenotturneawayj ■' d. . i’./or ff 

Glo. Foulc wrinckled witch w hat makftthou irfniy fight? 

But repetition of what thou haft mard, 

That will’I. make before I let thee go: 
Ahusbandandafortthouowcfttome* i v 

And thou a kingdome,all of you allegeance: • 

The forrow thatl haue by right is yours* 

And all the pleafures you vfurpe arc mine. 

Glo. The curie my noble father laid on thee, 

When thou didft crowne his warlike browes withpapeiV 
And with thy fcorne drewft riuers from his eifes. 

And then to drie them gau’ft'the Duke a clout, 

Steeptin thefaultleflebloud of pretty Rutland: 





ef Richard tht thirds 

His curfes thenfrombitternes offoule 
Denounft,againft thee, are all fallen vpon thee, 

And God,oot we, hath plagde thy bloudy deede. 
p. Q*^ So iuft is God to right the innocent. 

Hdji. Otwas the fouleft deede to flaie that babe. 

And the moft mercilefle that euer was heard of 
Rju. Tyrants therafelues wept when it was reported. 
Dor fl Ne man butprophecicdreuengcforit. 

Buck. Northumberland then prefent wept to fee it. 

Q». M, What? were you fnar ling all before I came, 
Ready to catch each other by the throat, 

And turne you all your hatred now on me? 

Did Yorkcs dread curfc preuaile Co much with heauci. 
That Henries death my louely Edwards death. 

Their kingdomes lo(Tc,my wofull banifhmeot, 

Could all butanfwerc for that pceuifh brat? 

Can curfes pierce the clouds andlenter hcauen? 

Why then giue way dull cloudes to my quicke curfes: 

If net, by war, by furfetdie your King, 

As ours by murder to make him a King. 

Edward thy fbnne which now is Prince of Wales, 

For Edward my fbnne which was Prince of Wales, 

Die in his youth by like vntimcly violence, 

T hy felfc a Que ene, for me that was a Qucene, 

Outliue thy glory like my wretched felfe: . 

Long maieft thou liue to waile thy childrens loflc. 

And fee another as I fee thee now 
Dccktin thy rights, as thouarc ftald in mine: 

Long die thy happy daics before thy death. 

And after many lengthened houres of griefes 
Diencither mothcr,vvife,rior Englands Qucene: 

Riuers and Dorfet you were (landers by, 

And fo waft thou Lo: Haftingswhcnmy fonne 
Was ftabd with bloudy daggers, god I pray him, 

.That none of you may liue your natural! age. 

But by fome vnlookt accident cut off. 

Glo. Haue done thy channe thou hateful! withred hag. 
Q^M. And leaue out the flay dog fir thou flialt hear me 
' C a ■' • - 
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Th (Tragedy ' * 

If heauen haue any grlcuous plague in (lore, r - ?ni 

Exceeding thofc that l ean wifh vpon thee: 

O let them Ice epe it till tliy finocs be ripe, - 

And then hurledoWne their indignation 
On theethctroubler of the poorc World* peace: 

The vvorme ofconfcience (fill bcgtiaw thy foule. 

Thy fricndsfifpeff for traitors while thou liueft, 

And takedeepe traitors for thy deareft friends: 

No fleepe. dole vp that deadly eye of thine, 

Vnlefle it be while ft fome tormenting dreatne 
Affrights thee with a lied of vgly d uels. 

Thoueluifh markt abortiue rooting hog. 

Thoutbat Wjift leald in^ry natiuity 
The Haue efnat;rf& artithc fonne ofhell* 

Thouflauitdcrqf thy mothers heauy wombe* 

Thou lothed ifluc of thy fathers loynes, »• 

of honour, thou detefted, &c. 

Glo. Ha. 

H. 1 call thee not. 

Then I eric thee mercy, for I had thought 
That thou hadft cald me ail thefe bitter names. 

q«, M. W hy fo I did, but lookt for no reply, 

O Let me make the period to my curfe .> 
clo. Tis done by me. and ends in Margaret. (felfci 
Thus haue you breathed your curfe againff your 
Poore painted Quecne,vainc flounlTiofmyfor- 
Wny ftrewft thou fugeron that bottled fpider, (tune 
Whofe deadly vvtb enfnareth thee about? 

Foole foo!e ; thou whetft a knife to kill thy felfe. 

The time will come that thou (halt wifh for me, 

To hdpe thee curfe thatpoifenous bunchbackc toade. 

Haft. Falfeboading woman, end thy frantike curfe, 
Left to thy harrac thou meue our patience. 
q^M. Foule fhame vpon you, you haue all mott’d mine, 
ft/. Were you well feruM you would be taught your duty* 
q^M. To ferue me well, you all fhould doe me duty, 
Teach me to be your Quc ene, and you my fubic£U: 



ef Richard the third. 

O feme me well,and teach your felues that duty. 

Dorf. Difpute not with her, fhc is lunatique. 
q^M. Peace Mafter Marques you arc malapert, 
ypur fire-new ftampc of honour is fcarfe currant: 

Othat your yourig nobility could Judge, 

What tweretoloofeitand be mifcrablc: 

They that ftand high haue many blaft to fhakc them. 

And if they fall they dafh themfcluesto pieces. 

Glo. Goodcounfell marv, learne it Icarne it Marques. 
Dor. It touch eth you my Lo: afmuch as me. 
do. Yea andmucii more . butl was borne fo high, 
Ouraiery buildetli in the Cedars top, 

And dallies with the winde,andfcornes thefunne. 

qu.U. Andturnestne fun to fhade.ala;, alas, 

Witncs myfbn,now in the (hade of death, 

Whofe bright outfliining bcames, thy cloudy wrath 
Hath in eternal! darkencs foulded vp: 

You r aiery buildeth in our aieriesneft, 

O God that feelVitjdocnotfuffcric: 

A? it was wonne with bloud, loft be it fo. 

Buck Haue done for fhame, ifnot for charity. 

Q«; M. Vrge neither charity nor fhame to me, 
Vncharitably with me haue you dealt, 

And fhamefully by you my hopes are butcherd, 

My charity is outrage, life my lhamc, 

And in my fhame, ltill liue my forrowes rage. 

Bucl>. Haue done. 

Q^M. O Princely Buckingham, I will kiffe thy hand 
In figne of league an 9 amity with tliee: 

Now faire befall thee and thy Princely houfe, 

T hy garments are not fpotted with our bloud, 

Nor thou within thecompafleofmy curfe. 

Hue. Nornoone here, forcurfesneuct paffe 
The lips ofehofethat breath them in theairc. 

QJtf. Ilenotbeieeue but they afeend the skie, 

And there awake gods gentlefleeping peace. 

O Buckingham beware ofyonder dog, 

Looke when hefawncs,hc bites, and when he bites, 

C 3 His 
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His venome tooth will racklc thee to death, 

Haue not to doe with him, beware of him: 

Sinnc, death and hell , hauc let their marlces on him. 

And all their minifters attend on him . * 

Glo. What doth die fay my Lo: of Buckingham? 

Bue’i. Nothing that I rcfpoB my gratious Lord. 
q«, M. What doc fl thou i'corne me for my gentle coun- 



( fell. 



And footh the diucll that I warne thee from: 

0 but remember this another day. 

When he /hall fpht thy very heart with forrow. 

And fay poorc Margaret was a prophetefle: 

Liue each of you the fubiefts of his hate. 

And he to your, and all ofyou to Gods. Exit. 

Eldji, My haire doth Band on end to hcarc her curfes* 
Eyrt. And fo doth mine, I wonder Ihecs at liberty. 
d°. I cannot blame her by gods holy mother. 

She hath had too much wrong;, and I repent 
My part thereof that I hauc tTonc. 

Q«,» I neuer did her any to my knowledge: 
do. But you haue all the vantage of this wron ir . 

1 was too lioat to doc fo me body good. 

That is too cold in thinking of it now: 

Marry as for Clarence he is well repaid. 

He is francktvp to fatting for his paincs, 

God pardon them thatarethecaufeofit. 

R>«. A vertuous and a Chriflianlike conclufion, 

To pray for them that haue done fcathc t# vs. 

^G/o. So dee I euer being well aduifdc, 

For had I curfi, now 1 had curB my f£]f e . 

Cdtefl Madam his MaieBy doth call for you, 

And lor your Grace, and you my noble Lo: 

Qjt, Catesby we come, Lords will you go with vs. 

Rj." Madame we will attend your grace. Exeunt mn.Bj. 
Gto. I doe the wrong, and firlf began to braulc 
The fecret nnfehiefes that I fet abroach, 

1 lay vnto the grieuous charge ofothers: 

Clarence whom I indeed haue laid in darkenes, ; 
Ideebeweepeto many fimpleguls: 

Name* 






ef Richard the third. 

Namely foHaftings, Darby, Buckingham, 

Andfay it is the Quccne and her allies, 

That rtirre the King againB the Duke my brother. 

Now they belccuc me, and vvithallvvhet me. 

To bereuenged on Ryuers, Vaughan, Gray: 

But then I figh. and with a piece offeripture. 

Tell them that God bids v$ doc good for eudl: 

And thus I clothe ray naked villany. 

With old odde ends Bolne out of holy writ. 

And feeme a Saint when moB I play the Diuell: 

But foft here come my executioners . . Enter Executioners . 
How now my hardy Bout refolued mates. 

Are you now going to difpatch this deede. 

Exeat. We are my Lord, and come to haue the warrant 
That we may be ad mitted where he is. 

gIj. It was well thought vpon.I haue it here about me. 

When you haue done repairc to Crosby place ; 

But firs.be fudden in the execution, 

Withall, obdurate, doe not hcare him plcade. 

For Clarence is well fpoken, and perhaps. 

May, moue your harts to pit ty ifyou marke him. 

Ewe. Tulh fcare not my Lo:we will not Band to prate, 

ialkcrs are no good doers be afTurcd: 

We come to vfc our hands,and notour tongues 

t ?!.?? dro P tfilBones when fooles eies drop tears, 
i like you lads, about your bufiues. Exeunt. 

p , xurU i t C ^ arence »' Sro h»i > ury. 

CU ^ylookes your grace foheauily today? 

CUr Oh I haue paB a miferable night, ; 

So full of vgly fights, of gaBly dreames, 

1 hat as I am a chriflian faith! nil man, 

J would not fpend another fuch a night. 

if°n Sh fTr rC L° bu y a world of happy dales. 
r i ° fdlfmail terror was the timef 
r/ was .y our dreame, I long to hcarc you tell it. 

<• j*. Me thoughts I was imbarkf for Burgundy, 

And inmy company my brother Gloceflerf 
who from my cabbinc tempted me to walkc, 

Vpon 






T he Tragedy 

Vpon the hatches thence we lookt toward England, 
And cited vp a thoufand fearefull times. 

During the wars of Yorke aodLancaftcr: 

That had befallen vs, as we pa& along, 

Vpon the giddy footing of the hatches: 

Me though c that Gloccfter Humbled, and in ftutnblingjJ 
Stroke me that thought to flay him ouer board, 

Into the tumbling biltowes of the maine. 

Lord, Lord, me thought what paineit was to drowne, 
Whatdreadfuil noife of waters inmy eares, 

What vgly lights ofdeath within my eies: 

Me thought i (awe a thoufand fearefull wracks. 

Ten thoufand men, thatfilhes gnawed vpon. 

Wedges ofgold, great anchors, heapes ofpcarlc, 

Ine ft unable ftones , vnualucd Ie wcl s, 

Some lay in dead mens fculs, and in thole holes, . 
Where eies did once inhabits, there were crept 
As twerc in fcorne of eies rcflc&ing gems, 

Which woed theflimy bottome of the deepe. 

And mockt the dead bones that lay feactered by. 

Erok^ Had you fuchleiforc in the time ofdeath, 

To gaze vpon the fecrets of the deepc? 

CUr. Me thought I had, for flill the enuious floud 
Kept in my foule, and would not let it foorth, 

Tofeeke the emptie vail 'and wandering aire. 

But {mothered it within my panting bulke. 

Which almoft burft to belch it in the fca. 

Brok^ Awakt you not with this fore agony. 

Cla. O no, my dreame was lengthned after life, 

O then began the temped to my foule. 

Who paft me thought the melancholy floud, 

W ith that grim ferriman, which Poets write of, 

Vnto the kingdome of perpetuall night: 

The firfl that there did greet my ft ranger foule. 

Was my great father in law renowmeef Warwicke, 
Who cried aiovvd what Iccutgeiorperiiiry. 

Can this diatke monarchy afFoord falle Clarence, 

And fo he yanifht, then came wandring by, 
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tf Richard the third, 

A foadow like an angcltiri bright hairc, . 

Dablcd in bloud, and hcLquakc out alowd, ' 

Clarence is come, falfe, fleeting, periurd Clarence, 

That ftabd me in thf field byTcuxbery: .51 . 

Sea ze on him furies, take him to yooif torments, ■ 

With that nae thoughts a legion of foule fiends 
Enuirond me about, and howled in mine cates 
Such hideous cries, that with the very noife 
I trembling, wakt, andfor a fcafon after 
Could not belecue butthat Iwas inlicll, , 

Such terrible impreffion made the dreame. 1 • • 

Ere. No marucile my Lo: though it afft ightedyoo, 
Ipromifoyou, T am afxaid co.heare you tell if* 

Cla, OBrokcnbury I haue done thofc things, ; 

Which now bcarc euidtnceagainft my foule 
For EdwatdsLakc, and fes lfow he requites me. 

I'pray thee gentle keeper ftayby me, 

My fou'eis heauy,and I faine would fleepe. 

2?r» . Iwill my Lo: God giuc your Grace good reft, 
Sorrowe breake feafons* andrepofinghowers 
Makes the night morning, and the noonetide night; 
Princes haue but their titles for their glories, 

An outward honour, for an inward toile. 

And for vnfelt imagination,: 

They often feeic a world of reftlcfle cares: 

So thatbetwixttheir titlesaidilowc names. 

There* nothing differs but the outward fa me, o 5 
The mtirtherert enter. 

In Gods name what areyou,ancT bow came you hither? 
Execu. I wouldfpcakcvvitii Clarence, and I came hither 
Bro. Yea, are you fo briefe.: (on my legs. 

2 Exe. Ofir, it is better to be briefe then tedious, 

Shew him our coiiimisficn, talke no more. He readeth it. 

Ero. I am in this commanded to deliuer 
The nobleDuke of Clarence to your hand*, 
Iwilltiotreafonw'hatistneanthcreby, _ 

Becaufe Ivtilbe guiltlesof the meaning: 

Here arc-thc kcics, there fits the Duke a fleepe, 

D He 




11c to his Maiefty,and5stetljSisHhK3r i aciij,i.tt odd wobxfft A 
That thus I hauc.refigbd my Charge to you!, y Idn' 

r\ i*. ‘ : • ri j ' > ' > 
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£xe. Doe fo, it is a? 

2 What ilull.I.- „ r . „„ A 

I No theUthe wdl'fay t^adondettmrdlyr . 1 . o asso? 
When he wakes, o' oilo noijpsi & ; JflgiiodJ am 5«da rlti"; 



2 Whenhc wakesy ’ 0 !.v«>r! '•. • • ; u.. 

Why foolc he ihalincuer vwakctill che judgement day*. ' > 

1 Why thcnhewilliay,wcflabd'hini(leeping. . 

2 The vrginjoftliat word Judgment, hath med O 
Akind ofremocicin medio .-.i no iflsi o'.dit on': :?. 

1 Whatart thou afraid. 

2 Not to kill him hauinga . warrant for it, but to be dandt 
For killing him,from which no warrant can defend vs.- 

1 Backc to the Duke ofGloecflcr.tcll him fo. // 

2 I pray thee flay a whilcpl hope my holly bumbr will 
Changc.twas wont toholdmebut while oncwould tcl xx. 

How doefl then fcclcthyfclfe noyv>i ! d. (jnmcl 
Faith fomccertainc dregs of confidence are yet \Vich 
R erne m her our. reward. when the deede is done I 0O 
Zotinds he dies, I had forgot the reward . -. ' j ->d M 
Where is thy confciencfc now? 
InthcDukcofGIoceftcrspurfc. 1 . ■ . 

So when he opens his purfe to giue vs our reward, 
Thyconfcicnce flics out, • i , ; 

2 Let it gOytheresfew or none willentcrtaineit, 

1 How if it come to thee againe? . . b . < d •. « 

2 lie not meddle with it, itis a dangerous thing. 

It makes a man a coward: A tnan cannot ffeale. 

But it accufeth him: he cannot fweare, but it checks him. 
He cannot lie with his neighbors wife, but ic.dete<fh 
Him. It is a blufhing fhamcfaftfpjrit, that mutinies 
In a mans bofomc : it fils one full of obftacles, 

Itmade mconcc reftore a purfe ofgold that I found, 
Itbcggcrsanymauthatkecpesit: it is turned out of all 
Townes and Citticsfor a dangerous thing, and eucry 
Man that meanes to hue wel, cndcuors to truft to 
T 0 hitnfclfc, and to lme without it* 

I Zounds 

m 



1 

2 

1 

2 

1 

2 
I 



V jti Ji. 

ri; ol 

. '.IT 



tf RkhatfohefhirJ. 

1 Zounds.it is cufcnnow at my elbowc perfwadingnie 

Not to kill the Duke. , 

2 Taktf the diucll in thy hiinde , and bcleeue him not. 
He would ioflnuatc with theetomak'tfihccfigh. _ i l 

1 TutJ am flrong irtfraud,hc canaot prcuailc with trie, 

I warrant jhecnOi 1 ' /I 

2 Spoke like-a Stall fellow that refpefls his repuution. 
Come fliall we to thisgeerc. 

1 Take him ouer the coftard with thediilts of thy (word. 
And then wc wilchop him in the malmfcy But iathe next 

2 Oh excellent dcuicej make a fop of him, (roomc. 

1 Harke he flits, fha.lj I ftrikei - . ; 5 3 1 1 . id. 

2 No, firft lets rfcafbn With him. 

CU, Where. art thou keeper, giue roe acup ofwine . l 

1 You fhall Iiaue wine enough my Lo: anon. 

CU. In Gods name whatart thou, 

2 Amanasyouare, ilio I C 

CU. Bnt not as I am, royall. 

2 Nor you as wc ate, loyall. ; 

CU . Thy voice is thunder, but thy lookes arc humble. . 
2 My voice is now the Kings, my lookes mine owtoc,': 
CU. Hpw.darklyi and how deadly doefl thou fpcakes 
Tellmewhoarc you, wherefore comeyouhitherfeb ; 

.Am. To, tp,to. 

CU. Tomurthcrmc. Am. I. 

CU. Y ou fcarcely haue the he acts to tell me foi 
And therefore cannot hauethc hearts Co doe itr; 

Whereinmy friends haue IofFended yoU'? 

1 Offended vs you haue not, but the King. 

CU. I fhalbe reconcild to him againe. 

2 Neuer my Lo: therfore prepare to die. 

CU. Are you cald foorth from tout a. world of mciv 1 

T o flay the innocent? what is my offence. 

Where arc theeuidcnce that doc accufc me: 

What lawfull quefl haue giucn.thcirvcrdift vp 
Vnto the frowning Iudgc, or who pronounft 
The bitter fcnteocc of poorcGlarence death, 

Before I bc^omiifl by.<<wfl 5 #fda.w ? : ; ol ' 

’ " D i 
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The Tragedy k :. \t» 

Toflircatcnttie wirbtJcatbyftinoft.vrikwfiill^ni/oS , * 

I charge you at you hope to haue redemption, A Iti 
By Ghrifts deare bloud filed for our grieuous foln'es 
That you depirrahdlsiy no hands'dnmc, ido • • . ; 

T-be deede you vndertake w damnable, 

1 What we will doe* we doevpon command.'!!' v 

ai;iAndfaethat:hariic<}mniaoded,5i«Iie!Kihg. qd ' 
Chr. Erronious Vaflailc, thegrcatKingofKhWss 
Hathin ihetables of hWlaw commanded, ; >i ‘y- ; 

That thou fhalt doe no murder, and wilt thou then 
Spume at hiseditff, aqd fulfill a msns? b Jf> > - 

Take heedc, for he holds vengeance inhis hands, I I 

T o hurlc vpon their heads that breake his lawl • 

2 And that lame vengeance doth he throw on thee, 
For falle forfw caring, and for murder too: 

Thou didftrecciuechc holy faefamenr. > •>. > 

T o fight in quarell ot the houfc of Lancafter. 

1 Andhkea traitor to the ’name ofGod. ' 

Didft breake that vowe, and with thy trechorouj blade, 
Vnripft the bowels ofthy foueraignes fonne. 

2 Whom thou were 1 worncto cherilh and defend. : 

I Hq W tanft thou vrge Gods dreadful Law to vs, 

When thou haft broke it mfo deare degree? 

CU. Alas, for whole lake did I thatili deede. 

For Edward, for my brother* forhis fake: 

Why firs, he fends ye not to murder me for this. 
ForinthisfinncheisasdeepeasTl r 
IfGodwillbereuengedforthisdefcde. -h flv; 

T akc not the quarrell from his powerful! arme. 

He needes no indirefl, not lawlefffc eourfe, f 9C-U.d \ ) 
Tocutofifthofethathai^offcndedhim. .f 
1 W ho made thee, then nahloudy minifter, 
WhengallantfpringingitoatlePlantage'nWi *'h 
That Princely Notice was lirbke dcad by thce? ! 1 

Cla. Mybrotherslouevthedruclhand ftwyage Ar'iii i>kt' • * 

I Thy brothers loucythcdiuell and thy fault 
H«uc brought vs hither now to fnufdetthttt \ t 

Cl*. Ohifyoulouctay beodie^hatiw®^ 

a tr - . ~ ' lam 



tf Richard the third. 
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I am his brother, and I loue him well: 
ifyoubc lurdefornieede, go backeagaine. 

And 1 will iendyou to my brother Glocefter, 

Who will reward you better for my life, 

ThtnEdward will forty dings of my death. 

2 You are deceiuUyour brother Glocefter hates you 
CU. Oh no, he loucs me, and he holds me dcarc, 

Go you to him from me. 

\ I ,lo we will. 

Cla. Tell, him, when that our princely father Yorkc, 
Bleft I is three formes with his victorious arme: 
Andchargd vs from hisfoule, to loue each other, 

He little thought of this deuided friendthip. 

Bid Glocefter thinke of this, and he will weep*. 
I.rmlftones as he lcflond vs to weepe. 

CU. O doe not (launder him for he is kir/d. 

_ I Right as Inow in harueft, thoudcceiu’ft thy fclfe, 

Tis he hadi Tent vshithernow to llaughter thee. ' 

da. It cannot be, for when Iparted with him, 

Hehrigd mein his armes, and (wore with fob*. 

That he would labour my dcliuery. 

2 why lo he doth, now he deliuers thee. 

From this wo i Us thraldom e, to the ioi es of hcauen, ' 

S Makes peace with God, foryoumuft die rovLo: 
Haft thou that holy feeling in thy fcule. 

To couifleft me to make my peace withGod; 

And art thou yet to thy owne foule lb blitidc, 

I hat thou wiltwwr with God, by mutdriiw me? 

Ah firs, confider, hethat let you on ° 

i o doe tins deede, will hate you for this deede. 

• 2 What lhall we doe ? : 

CU. Relenr.and laue yourlbules. •<) 

I R dent, tis cowardly and womani (h. r - * 

Cla. Motto relent, is bead ly, fiuage, diuclifh, ; 

My 1 nend, I fpi C fomc pittyin thy lookes: 

Uh il rnyeye.be not a flatterer, 
offle thc.u oa my fide, and i streat for me, 

A begging Prince, whatbegger pittas not? 

* D s 
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The Tragedy 

I I thus, and thus: if this vvil rtot fcrue He flaor 
lie chop thee in the malmcfcy But,in the next roomc. 

1 A bloudy deede and defperately performd, 

Iiow fame like Pilate would 1 wafh my hand, 

Of this moft grieuous guilty murder done. ■ 

1 yV.ljydocil: thou jnothelpe me, : !' 

By bcauem thcl)uk,e ihalf know how flacke thou art; 1 ' 

1 I would he knew that lhad fauedliis brother. 

Take thou the fee, and tell him what 1 fay, 

For I repent me that the Dukcisflainc. 

I So doe not I, go cow'ard as thou art: 

Now mull I hide his body, in fortiehole, 

Vntill the Duke take order for his buriall: 

And when I jjaue my meedc I mull away, 

For tins will out. and here I mull not Bay. 

Enter King, Quecne,Hd[hngt, Kyuers, Dorpt,&c. 
Kin. So, now f haue doneagood daies worke. 

You ‘peercs continue this ynited league, 
i euery day expert an Enjballagc 
From my redeemer to redeeme me hence: 

And now in peace my foulc (hall part from heauen, 

Since I haue fetmy friendsat peace on earth: 

Riuersand Haftmgs. take each othei s haiid, 

Diffemblc not your hatred, fwcarc'vour louc. 

EJu. By hcauen, my heart is purgd from grudging hate, 
And with my hand Ifcale my tiue hearts loue. 

Haft. So thnue I as I-truely fweare the'like. • 

Kin . Take heedeyou dally not before yoiir King, 
Leall he rliat is the fupremc King of Kino-s, 

Confound your hidden fallhood and award* 

Either ofyou to be the others end. 

Hdf} . So profper I, as I fweare perfert loue/ 5 
Riu. Andl,asl loue haftings with my heart. 

Kin. Madame.yourfelfc are notexemptiri thii. 

Nor your foh Dorfot , Buckingham nor you. 

You haue bcenc fadlious one againft the other: . 

Wife, Iquc Lo: Haftings, lc,t him kifle your hand* 

And what you doc, doe it vnfained’y. 

■Q FIcrc Haftings I vvili ncucr more remember Our 



f 
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af Richard the third. 

Our former hatred ib th nue I and mine. 

Dor. This euterehangc of loue, I here proteft, 

Ypon my partfhalbe vnuiolable. 

Ht(i. And fo fweare I my Lord. 

Kin. Now princely Buckingham fcale thou this league 
With thy embracements to my wiucs allies, 

And make nic happy in your vnity. 

Buc. When cuec Buckingham doth turne his hate. 

On youor yours, but with all duteous loue 
Doth chcrilh you 3nd yours, God punifh me 
Willi hate, in thofc where I expert moft lone. 

When I haue moft ncedc to imploy a friend. 

And moft allured that he is a friend, 

Dcepe, hollow, trcchcrous. and full of guile 
Be hcvnto me, this doe I begge of God, 

When I am cold inzeale to you or yours. 

Kin. A plcafing cordiall Princely Buckingham, 

Is this thy .vow ynto my fickly heart: 

There wanteth now our brother Glocefter here, 

To make the perfert period of this peace. Enter Glocefl. 

Buc. Ayd in good time here comes the noble Dulfo 

Glo. 6ood morrow to my foucraigne King & Quccne, 
And Princely peercs, a happy time of day. 

Kin. Happy indeede as we haue fpent the day: 

Brother we haue done decdcs of charity: 

Made peace of, enmity, fairc loue of hate, 

Bctweenc thefe fwelhng wrong infenced peercs. 

c/#. A blcflcd labour , my moft foueraigne liege, 
Amongft this princely heape, ifany here 
Byfalfc Intelligence or wrong fur mile, 

Floldnaca foe, if I vnwittingly or in my rage, 

Haue ought committed that is hardly borne 

By any. in this prcfencc, I defirc 

To reconcile me to his friendly peace, > 

Tis death to me to be at enmity, 
lhatc it, and defire all good mens loue. 

Fit ft Madam I intreatetrue peace ofyou, 

Which I will putchafe with my drnious feruicc. 
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T he Tragedy 

Ofyou my noble Coofcn Buckingham^ 

» cucr any grudge were logdc betweene ys. 

0 you Lo: Riuers, and Lord Gray ofyou, 

1 hac ail without defert haue frownd on me, 
DukesiEarlei, Lords, gentlemen, indeed ofalb 
I doc not know that Englifh man aliae. 

With whom iny foule is any iottc at oddes , 

More then the infant that is borne to ni^ht: 

1 thanke my God for my humility. 

QL. A holy day iliall this be kept hereafter, , n ; 
1 would to God ail ftrifes were well compounded!. 

My foueraigne liege 1 doe befeech your Maitfty, 

1 o take our brother Clarence to your Grace. 

c&>. Why Madame ,haue I offred loue f or this. 

To be thus fcorned in this royal] prefence? 

Who knowes not that the noble Duke is dead, 

\ ou doe him iniury to teorne his coi fc. 

Ryu. Who knowes not he is dead? who knowes he is? 

05- All feeing heauen, what a world is this? 

Looke I Co pale Lo: Dorlct as the reft? 

Dor. I my good L:and no one in this prdcnce 
But his red couler hath forfooke his chcekes. 

Kht. Is Clarence dead, the order was reuer ft. 

G/o. But hepoore foule by your firft order died. 

And that a wingled Mercury did bcare. 

Some tardy cripple bore the counterrnaund. 

That came too lag to fee him buried: 

God grant that fomelefte noble, and leCTc loyal 1, 

Neerer in blotidy thoughts, but not in blond: 

Detenic not vvorfo then wretched Clarence did, 

And yet go currantftorn fufpition. KnterDdrhy. 

Ddr, A boone iny foueraigne for my fcruice done, 

Ktn. Ipsay thee peace, my foule is full of forro'w. 

£>t(r. I will not rife vnlcfTe your highnefle grant. 

Km. Then fpeake at once, what is it thou demaundft. 
t Dir - The forfeit foueraigne of my teruants life. 

Who flew to day a riotous gentleman, 

Lately attendant on the Duke of Norfolkc, 

Kin. Hauc 
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ef Richard the third. 

f Kin. Hattie I a tongue to doome my brothers death, 

And fhall the fame giue pardon to a flaue? 

My brother fle w no man, hi s fault was thought. 

And yethis punifhmcnt wascruell death. 

Who fued to me for him? who in my rage, 

Knceld at my fecre and bad me be aduifde? 

Who fpakc of Brotherhood? who oflouc? 

Who told me how the poore foule did forfake 
The mighty Warwicke, and did fight for me: 

Who tolde me in the field by Teuxbery, 

When Oxfordhad me downe, he reftued me. 

And faid deaf e brother , liue and be a King? 

Who told me when we both lay in the field, 

Frozen almoft to death, how he did lappe me 
Euen in his owne garments, and gaue himtelfe 
All thin and naked to the numbcold night? 

All this from my remembrance brutilh wrath 
Sinfully puckt, and iota man ofyou 
HadTo much grace to put it in my minde. 

But when your carters.or your waighting vaftailcs 
Haue done a drunken flaughter, and defaftc 
The pretious image of our deare R edeemer. 

You ftraight are on your knees for pardon pardon. 

And I vniuftly too, muft grant it .you: 

But for my brother, not a man would fpeake, ; 

Nor I vngratious fpeake vnto my felfe, 

For him poore foule.'The proudeft ofyou all 
Haue bccnc beholding to him in his life: V 

Yet none ofyou would once pleade for his life: 

Oh God I fearc thy luftice will take hold 
On me, and you, and mine, and yours for this. 

Come Haftings help me to my elofet, oh poore Clarence, 
G/o. This is the fruit of rafhnes: markt younot 
How that the guilty kindred of the Queene, 

Lookt pale when they did hearc ofClarencedcath? 

Oh they did vrge it ftill vnto the King, 

Godwillrcuengeit. Butcomeletsin 

To comfort Edward with our company* Exeunt. 

JE Enter 
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The Tragedy 

Enter Dutches ofY erke, with CUrence Children . 

Boy. Tellmcgood Granam, is our father dead? 

Dut. No boy. (breaft* 

Boy. Why doe you wring your hands* and beateyour 
And crie, Oh Clarence my vnhappy fonne? 

Gerl. Why doe you lookc on vs and ihake your head, 

And call vs wretches* Orphanes,caffawaies, 

If that our noble father be ahue? 

Dm. My prt ty Cofens, you mi flake me much. 

I doe lament the ficknefic of the King: 

As loth to loofc him, not your fathers death: 

It were loft labour, to weepc for one thats loft. 

Boy. Then Granam you conclude that he is dead, 
TheKingmy Vnckle is too blame for this: 

God will reuenge it, whom I will importune 
With daily praiers.all to'tbatcffcft. 

Dut. Peace children, peace, the King doth loue you w el* > 

Incapable and fhallow innocents, 

You cannot gueffe who caufde your fathers death. 

Boy. Granam we can: For my good Vnckle Gloceftcr 
Tould me, the Kingprouokedby the Qucene, 

Deuifd impeachments to imprifon him: 

And when he tould me fo, he wept. 

And hugd me in his armc, and kindly kift mychccke. 

And bad me rely on him as in my father. 

And he would loue me dearely as his child* 

Dut. Oh that deceit fhould ftcale fuch gentle fhapcs a 
And with a vertuousvifard hide foule guile: 

He is my fonne, yea, and therein my fharae: 

Yet from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

Boy. Tbinkeyoumy Vnckle did difleroble Granam? _ 
Dut. Iboy. 

Boy. I cannot thinke ifffiark what noife is this. Enter the 
qw,. Oh who ihall hinder me to waile and weepe? 

To chide my fortune, and torment my felfc? 
lie ioinc with blacke defpairc againft my foule. 

And to my felfe become an enemy . 

Dut . What mcanes this feeane of rude impatience. 
q«. To make an aft of trafeicke violence; Ed- 

* _* ~ *2 — 
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ef Richard the third. 

Edward, my Lord, your fonne our King is dead. 

Why °tow the branches, now theroote is witherd! 

Why wither not the lcaues, the Cap being gone? 

If you will liuc, lament; ifdie, be briefer 

That our fwiftwingcdfoules may catch the Kings, 

Or like obedient fubiefts, follow him 
To hisnew kingdome of pcrpctuall reft, 

Dut. Ah fomuch intereft hauc I in thy forrow. 

As I had title in thy noble husband: 

I hauc be wept a worthy husbands death, 

And lin’d by looking on his images. 

Bntnow two mirrours of his Princely fcrablancc. 

Are crackt in pieces by malignant death: 

And I for comfort Uauc but one falfcglaflc. 

Which gricucs raewhenlfee my fhame in him. 

Thou art a widdow,yet thou art a mother. 

And haft the comfort of thy children left thee. 

But death hatli fhatcht my children from mincarmcs, 
Andpluckt two crutches from my feeble limmes, 

Edward and Clarence, Oh what caufe hauc I 
Thcn»being but moity of my griefc, 

To ouergo thy plaints and drownc thy cries? 

Bay. Good Aunt, you Wept not for our fathers death. 
How can we aide you with our kindreds tcares. 

Gerl. Our fathcrleftc diftrefle was left vnmoamL 
Your widdowes dolours like wife be Vnwept. 

Q*. Giuemeno help in lamentation, 

I am not barren to bring foorth laments; 

All fprings reduce theircurrents to mine cies* 

That 1 being gouernd by the watry moane. 

May fend foorth plenteous tcares to drownc the world: 
Oh for my husband, for my eirc Lo: Edward* 
tAmho Oh for our fathcr,for our deare Lo: Clarence. 
Dut. Alas for both , both mine Edward and Clarence. 
Q What ftay had I but Edward, and he is gone? 

Am. What ftay had we but Clarence, and he is gone? 
Dut. Whatflaies had I but they, and they are gone; 
Q*,* Was neucr Widdow,had fo deare a Ioffe. 

E 2 
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The Tragedy 

xAmlo. W as neuer Orphanes had a dearer Ioffe. 

Du. Was neuer mother had a dearer Ioffe: 

Alas, I am the mother of thefc mones. 

Their woes are parceld. mine arc general!; 

She for Edward weepes ,and fo doe I: 

I for a Clarence weepe, fo doth not /he: 

Thefe babes for Clarence weepe* and fo doc I: 

I for an Edward weepe, fo doe not they. 

Alas, you three on me threefold diftreft, 

Poure all your tea res, I am your forrowesnurfe. 

And I will pamper it with lamentations, Entcrdocefl. 
G/. Madame haue comfort, al of vs hauc caufe, 'With others. 
To waile the dimming of our fhining ftarre : 

But none can cure their harmes by wailing them, 

Madame my mother, I doe cric you mercy, 

Idid notfeeyour Grace, humbly on my knee 
I craue your blefting. 

Du. God blcffe thee, and put meekcncs inthyminde, 
Lone, charity, obedience, and true duety. 

Glo. Amen, and make me die a good old man, 

Tbats the butt end ofa mothers blcGing; 

1 maruell why her Grace did leaueit out. 

Buck. You cloudy Princes, and hart-fbrrowing peeres 
That beare this mutual! heauy lode ofmoanc: 

Now cheare each other, in each others loue: 

Though w r e haue fpent our harueft of this King, 

We are to rcape the harueft of his fonne: 

The broken rancour ofyour high fwolnehcarts, 

But latelyfplinterd, kmt,and ioynde together, 

Muft gently bepreferu’d, cherifot and kept. 

Me feemeth good that with Tome little traine. 

Forthwith from Ludlow the yongPrincebefetcht 
Hither to London, to be crownd our King. - * , 

g!o. Then be it fb; and go we to determine. 

Who they ft^lbe that ftraighe /hall poft to Ludlow: 
Madame, and you my mother will you go. 

To giue your confutes in this waighty bufines, 

1 With all our hearts. Exeunt man, Glo. Buck. 







ef Richard the third, 

Suck. My Lord who cueriourneics to the Prince, 

For Gods lake let not vs two (lay behindc: 

For by the way lie fort occaffon. 

As index to the ftory we late talkt of. 

To part the. Queencs proud kindred from the Kin*. 

Glo, My othcrfclfe,mycounfelsconfiftory: ° 

My Oracle, my Prophet, my deare Cofen: 

Hike a childc will go by thy direction: 

Towards Ludlow then, for we will not ftay behindc. 
Enter two Citti^ens. 

1 Cit. Neighbour well met, whither away fofaft? 

2 Cit. 1 proinife you, I fcarcely know my feife. 

1 Fleare you the newes abroad? 

2 I, that the Kingis dead. 

I Bad newes birlady, feldome comes the better, 

I feare, I feare, twill prooue a troublous world. Ent.dno- 

3 Cit. Good morrow neighbours. f her Cit t 

Doth this newes hold ofgood King Edwards deaths 

I It doth. 3 Then mafters looke to fee a troublous world 

1 by , Gods g°°d grace his fonne /hall raigne. 

3 Wee to that land thats gouernd by a childe. 

2 In him there isahope ofgouerncroent. 

1 hat infos nonage coimfellynder him, , 

And in his full and ripened ycres himfclfc. 

Nodoubt /hall then and tillthengouerne well. 

I So ftoode the ftate when Harry the ffxt 
Was crownd at Paris but at ix. moncths olde. 

r * I t 1 K ? atC fo J no S° od m Y fnend not fo 

Wr! n hlJ | an<i Wa$ fjmou % enrich t 

With pollitikc graue counfell : then the King 

Had vettuous v n c k, es to protcahis Grace. % 

So hath tins, both by the father and mother. 

Or by foe f^^K tHey 311 CatlIC by thc father 5 

For/m l . er theie were noneat all: 
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The Tragedy 

And were they to be rulde, and not to role, 

This ficlcly land might folace as before. 

2 Come come* we fearc the worft,all foalbe well, 

3 When eloudes appeare* wife men put on their clokess 
When great leaues fall, the winter is at hands 

When the funne lets* who doth not lookc for night: 
Vntimely ftormes, makemen cxpcfl a darth: 

All may be well : but if God fort it fo, 

Tis more then we defense or I expeft- 

1 T ruely the foulcs ofmen are full of bread: 

Yee cannot almoft rcafon with a man 

That lookes not hcauily, and full of fearc. 

3 Before the times ofehange ftill is it lb: 

By a diuine inftinft mem mindes miftruft 
Enfoing dangers, as by proofc we fee. 

The waters Ivvell before a boiftrous florme: 

But leaue it all to God: whither away’ 

2 We arc font for to the lull: ice, 

§ And fowasl. He bcare you company^ Xxtunt. 

Enter Cardinall , Dutches of Yorkc, Q uee, ytungTorfa 
C*r. Laft nigh: I iiearc they lay at Northhampton* 
AtStoniftratford will they be tonight. 

To morrow or next day,thc'y will be here. 

Dut, I long with all my heart to fee the Prince, 

I hope he is much growen fince laft I law him. 

QUj But I hearc no, they fay my fonne of Yorkc 
Hath almoft ouerrane him in hisgrowth. 

Tor. I mother, but I would not haue it fo. 

Dut. Why my young Cofon it is good to growe. 

Tor. Grandaro, one night as we did fit at fupper* 

My Vncklc Riucrs talkt how I did grow 

More then my brother.I quoth my Nnckle Gloceftcr* 

Small herbes hauc grace, great wccdcs grow apace, 

And fince me thinkes I would not grovv fofaft: 

Bccaufc fwccte flowers arc flow, and wcedes make haftc. 

Dut. Good faith, good faith,the faying did nothold 
In him that did obieft the lame to thee: 

He was the wretchedft thing when he was young, 

5o 
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So long a growing, and fo leifurely, 

That if this were a true rule, he Ihould be gratious . . -1 • 
Car. Why Madame, fo no doubt he is. 

Dut. I hope fo too, butyer let mothers doubt. 

Tor. Now by my troth ifl had beene remembred, - 
I could haUegiucn my Vnckles grace a flout, mine. 

That foouldhaue necrer toucht his growth then he did 
Dut. How my prety Yorkc? I pray thee let me heare it. 
Tor. Mary they fay, my Vncklc grew fo faft. 

That he could gnaw a cruft at two houres olde: 

T was full two yearcs ere I could get a tooth. 

Granam this would haue heene a biting ieft. 

Dut. I pray thee prety Yorkc who tolde thee fo. 

Tor. Granam his nurfe. 

Dut . His nutfo: why foe was dead ere thou wertborne. 
Tor. If twerc not llie, I cannot tell who tolde me. 

02^ A perilous boy, go to, you are coo forewde. 

Car. Good Madame be not angry with the childe* 

Qu. Pitchers hauc cares. Enter Dorfet. 

Car. Here comes your fonne, Lc:M. Dorfet. 

What newes Lo: Marques? 

Dor. Such newes my Lo: as gricucs me to vnfolde. 

Qa. How fares the Prince? t 
Dor. Well Madame, and in health. 

Dm, What is thy newes then? 

Dor. Lo: Riucrs and Lo: Grayarefentto Pomfret, 
With them* Sir Thomas Vaughan, pnfoners. 

Dut, Who hath committed them? 

Dor. The mighty Dukes, Gloceftcr and Buckingham. 
Car, For what offence. 

Dor. The fortune of all lean, I haue difclofed: 

Why, or for what, thefe nobles were committed, 

Isall vnknowen to me my gratious Lady. 

Ay roe I foe the downfall of our houfc. 

The tyger now hath ceazd the gentle hinde: 

Inful ting tyranny beginnes toiet, 

V pon the innocent and la wlefle tbroane: 

Welcome definition , death and maffacre. 





TheTrtgedy 

I fee as in a mappe the ende of all. 

Du. Accurfed and vnquiet wrangling daiej. 

How many of you haue mine eics beheld? 

My husband loft his life to get the crowne, 

Andofcen vp and downc my Tonnes were toft: 

For me to ioyand weepe their gaine and lofle. 

And being feated and domeftike broiles, 

C leane ouerblowne themfclues.the conquerourj 
Make warre vpon themfe!ues,bloud againft bloud, 
Sclfeagaioft felfe, O prepofterous 
And frantike outrage, ende thy damned fplecnej 
Or let me die to lookc on death no more, 

Q#. Come come my boy, we will to {ancillary: 

Dut. I le go along with you, ' 

Q#,- Youhauenocaufe. 

Car. My gratious Lady go, 

And thither beare your treafure and your gbods. 

For my part, lie refigne vnto your Grace 
The feale Ikeepe, and lo betide to me. 

As well Itenderyou and all of yours: 

Come lie condurft you to the fanduary. Exeunt, 
The Trumpets found. Snter young Trince,the Dukes of Glo* 
cefer , and Buckingham, Cardinal/, &c. (ber. 

Buc. W elcome fweete Prince to London to your chain- 
do. Welcome deare Cofen my thoughts fou'eraigne, 
The weary way hath made you melancholy. 

Trin. No Vnckle, butourcrofleson the way r 
Haue made it tedious,wearilbm<ymd heauy: 

I want more V tickles here to welcome me. 

Glo. Swecte Prince, th e vntainted vertueofyouryercs. 
Hath not yet diued into the worlds deceit: 

Nor moic can you diftinguilhofa man. 

Then of his outward /hew, which God he knowes, 
Seldomeorneuer iumpeth with the heart: 

Tliofe Vnckks which you want, were dangerous. 

Your Grace attended to their fugred words. 

But lookt noton the poifon oftheir hearts: 

God keepc'you from them , and from fuch falfe friends. 

; ‘ • Trin. 



of Richeard the third. 

frl. God keept me from falfe friends, buc they wer nose, 
Glo. My Lojthe Maior of London comes to grecteyou. 
Enter Lori Idaior. 

LoM. God bleffe your grace with health and happy daier. 

Trin. Ithanke you good myLo: and thankcyouali: 

I thought my mother, and my brother Yorke, 

Would long ere this haue met vs on the way: 

Fie, what a flug is Halting* that he comes not 
To tell vs whether they will come, or no, (Snter L.HaJf. 
Buck. And in good time, hefe comes the fweating Lo: 
Tri. Welcome my Lo: what will our mother come? 

Ha(l. On what occafion, God he knowes, not I: 

The Qgecne your mother and your brother Yorke 

Haue taken fanfluary:Thc tender Prince 

Would faine haue come with me, to mcete your Grace, 

But by his mother was perforce withheld. 

Buc. Fie, what an indirect and pceuifh courfc 
Is this of hers ? Lo: Cardmall will your grace 
Pcrlwadc the Queenc to lend the Duke of Yorke 
Vnto his Princely brother prcfently? 

If Ihe deny, Lo: Halting* go with him. 

And from her jealous armes plucke him perforce. 

Car. My Lb: of Buckingham, if my wcake oratory 
Can from his mother winne the Duke of Yorke, 

Anonc exped him here : but if The be obdurate 
To milde entreaties, God in hcauen forbid 
Welhould infringe the holy priuiledge 
Of blefled lanftuary,not for all this 1 and, 

Would I be guilty of lo deepe a finne. 

2 tuck. YouaretoofcncelclTe obftinatemy Lo: 

Too ceremonious and tradicionall: 'r- 

Weigh it but with the groflenes of this age, 

You breake rot fan&uary in feazing him: 

The benefit thereof is alwaies granted 
To thofc whofc dealings haue deferude the place, 

And thofc whe haue the wit to claimc the place. 

This Prince hath neither claimed it, nor delcrucd it, 

Aud therefore in mine opinion, cannot haue it. 

F Then 
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Then takinghira from thence that Is not there, 
Youbrcake nopriuilcdgcnor charter there: 

Oft liauc I heard of fan&uary men. 

But fariCfoary children neuer till now. 

Cnr. My Lo: you lhall oucrrulc my minde for once: 
Come on Lo: Haftings will you go with me? 

Hart. Igorr.y Lord. 

Trtn. Good Lords make all the fpeedy hall you may* 
Say Vnckle Gloceftcr, if our brother come. 

Where fhall wc foiourne till our coronation? 

do. Where it feemes belt vnto your royal] fclfe: 

If 1 may councet 1 you,(ome day or two, 

Your bighiiesjthall repofe you atthe tower: 
Thenvvherc youpleafe»and fhalbc thought mod fit 
For your beft health and rccication. 

' Pr/n . 1 doe not like the tower of any place: 
Didlulius Csefar build that place my Lord? 

Buc. He did, my gratiousLo: begin that place. 
Which fincefuccceding ages haue reedified. 

Trin. Is it vpon record, or els reported 
Succefsiuely from age to age he built it? 

Buc. Vpon record my gratious Lo: 

Tri. But fay my Lo: it were not regi fired, 

Me thinkes the truth fhould liuefrom age to age, 

As twerc retailde to all poflerity, 

Eucnto the general! all-ending day. 

Clo. So,wife,fbyoung,theyfaydoe neuer Iiuc long. 
Tri. What fay you Vnckle? 

Clo. I fay without characters fame lines long: 

Thus like the formall viceiuiquity, 

I morallize two meanings in one word. 

Tri. That Iulius Ccfar was a famous man. 

With what his valour did enrich his wit, 

Hiswitfet downe to make his valnrelme: 

Death makes no conqucfl of this conquerour, 

For now he hues in fame though not in life; 

►lie tell you whatmy Cofcn Buckingham. 

Buc, What my gracious Lord? 




ef Richard the thirds 

frin, And i f I Iiue vntill rbe a man. 

He winne our auncient right in France agaiae. 

Or die a fouldier a* I liude a King. 

Clo. Short fumnier* lightly haue a forward fpring.' 

Enter young Torke, Hnjiings, Cariindll. 

Bnc. Now in good time here comes the Duke of Yorke 
•p r i. Rich, of Yorke how fares oUrlouing brother* 

Tor. Well my dread Lo: fo mufti call you no w. 

Tri. Ibrothcr to our griefe as it is yours: 

Too late he died that might hauc kept that title. 

Which by his death hachioft much maiefty. 

Clo. How fares our Cofen noble Lo: of Yorke* 

T or. I thanke you gentle Vnckle. OmyLo: 

You faidthat idle weedes are faft in growth: 

The Prince my brother hath outgro wen me farre. 
clo. He hath my Los 
Ter. And therfore is he idle? 

Clo. Oh my faire Cofcn, I muft not fay fo. 

Tor. Then he ismore beholding toyou thcnl. 

Glo. He may command roe as my foueraigne, 

But you haue power in me as ina kinfeman. 

Tor. I pray you Vnckle giuc me this dagger; 
do. My dagger little Cofcn,withall my heart. 

Tri. A begger brother* 

Tor. Of my kind Vnckle that I know will giue. 

And being but a toy, which is no griefe to giue. 

Clo. A greater gift then that, fie giue my Cofcn. 

Tor. A greater gift, O thats the fword to it. 

Clo , I gentle Cofen, were it light enough. 

T or. O then I fee you will pare but With light gifts. 

In weightier things youle fay a begger nay. 

Glo, It is too hcauy for your Grace to wcare. 

Tor. I weigh it lightly were it hcauier. 
do. What would you haue my weapon little Lord? 

Tor. I would, that I might thanke you as you call me. ! 
Clo. How? Tor, Little. 

Tri. My Lo: of Yorke will ftill be crofle in talke: 
Vnckle your grace knowes how to bcarc with him. 

F 2 Tor, 



Tht Tragedy 

Tor. Youmeanc to beare me ,not to beare with rue: 
Vnckle, my brother raockes both you and me, 

Bccaufe that I am little like ao Ape, 

He thinkes that you fhould beare me on your fhouldcrs, 
Bucki With what a fharpe prouided wit he reafons, 
Tomictigatethc fcornc he giues his Vnckle: 

Hcpretcly and aptly taunts himfolfe. 

So cunning and fo young is wonderfull. 

do. My Lo: wilt plcafo you pafle along. 

My felfe and my good Coofcn Buckingham, 

Will to your mother, to entreate of her, 
Tomeeteyeuatthe tower, and welcome you. 

Tor. What will you go vnto the tower my Lo? 

Prin. My Lo: protc&or needes will haue it fo. * 

Tor. I fhall not fleepe in quiet at the tower- 
Glo. Why, what {hould you fearc? 

Tor. Mary my Vnckle Clarence angry ghoft: 

My Granam tolde me he was murdred there. 

Tri. I fearc no Vnckle* dead. 

Glo. Nor none that liue,l hope. 

Tri And if they liue,I hope I neede netfeare: 

But come my Lo: with a heauy heart 
Thinking on them, go I vnto the tower. 

Exeunt Trin.Tor, Hufl. Derf munet Rich . Buck. 
Buc. Thinkc you my Lo: this little prating Yotkc, 
Was not inccnfcd by his fubtile mother, 

T o taunt and fcornc you thus opprobrioufly? 

do. No doubt, no doubt, Ohtisa perillousboy, 

Bold, quickc, ingenious, forward, capable, 

He is all the mothers, from the top to toe- 
Buc. Well, let them reft: Come hither Catesby, 
Thou artfworne as deepcly to effett what we attend. 

As clofely toconcealc what we impart. 

Thou knoweft our reafons vrgdc vponthe way? 

What thinkeft thou? is it not an cane matter 
To make William Lo: Haftinw ofourmiodc. 

For the inftalement of this noble Duke, 

Inthe featc royall of this famousllc? 




ef Richard the third. 

Catef. He for his fathers fake fo leucs the Prince, 

That he will not be wonue to ought againft him. 

Buck. What thinkeft thou then ofStanlcy what willhe> 
Cat. He will dee all in all as Haftings doth. 

Buck: Well then no more but this: 

Go gentle Catesby, and as it were a farre off, 

Sound thou Lo: Haftings, how he ftands affefted 
Vnto our purpofc, if he be willing, 

Encourage him, and /hew him all our reafons: 

Ifhe be leaden, icie, cold, vn willing,, 

Be thou fo too : and fo breake off your Calke, 

And giue vs notice of his inclination: 

For we to morrow hold deuided counfels, 

Wherein thy felfe fhalt highly be eroploied. 

Glo. Commend me to Lo: William, tell himCatesby 

His auncicnt knot of dangerous aduerfarics 
To morrow are Ietbloud atPomfrct Caftle, 

And bid my friend forioy of this good newes, 

Giue Miftreflc Shore, one gentle kiffc the more. 

Buck: Good Catesby effeft this bufmes foundly. 

Cat. My good Lo: both, with all the heede I may. 

t. "tn™; r 'Lt myo “ Cltt!bycreKcn ^ c? 

Glo. At Crosby place there fall you finde vs both. 

my C T° W u y n L0: W ^ at wc doe, if we perceiuc 

William Lo: Haftmgsw.il notyeeld to our complots? 

Glo. Chop of his head man, fomewhat we will doe, 

And looke when lam King, claitne thou ofme 
The Earlcdoriieof Hereford and themoueablcs, 

Whereof the King my brother flood poffeft. 

Buc flecia.mc that promifo at your Graces hands. 

fWl TV 00ke , t0 hauc lf y eclded with all willingness 

r bctimcs . thatafterwards 

Vi- may digeft our complotsin fomefbrrae. Exeunt. 

* M'{f'*£'rtoLo: Hajlinrt. 

W What ho my Lord. . 

U * R * Y* hoknockes at the dore. 

Am cffengcr from the Lo:Stanley. Safer L. Hajh 
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Haft. Whatsaclocke? 

Me/f. V pon tiic Broke offbure. 

Haft. Cannot thy MaBer flecpe thcfc tedious i 
Ue/ft. So it fhould feetne by that 1 haue to fay : 

Firlb he com mends him to your noble Lordftiip. 

Haft. And' then, Uif. And then he fends you 
He dreamt to night the beare had rafte his helme: 
Befides,he faies there are two counccls held, 

And that may be determined at the one, 

Which may make you andhimtotevveat'thi 
Therefore he fends to know your Lordftiips 
Il’prefently you will take horfc with him, 

Andwith all fpeede pod into the North, 

To fhun the danger that his foule diuincs. 

Haft. Go fellow go, rcturnc vnto thy T 
Bid him notfcarc the feperated counfels: 

His honour and my felfc are at the one. 

And at the other, is my feruant Catesby: 

"Where nothing caa procccdethattouchel 
Whcrcofl fhallnot haue intelligence. 

Tell him his fearesarc fhallow, wanting i 
And for his dreames,I wonder he is fo fond, 

Totruft the mockery of vnquietflumbers. 

To flie the boare, before the boare purfucs 
Were to incenfc the boare to follow vs, 

And makepurfuite where he did i 
Go bid thy Mafter rife and come to me. 

And we will both together to the tower. 

Where lie fhall fee the boare will vfc vs kindely. 

Me/f. My gratious Lo: lie tel! him whatyou fay. 

Cat, Many good morrowes to my noble Lo: i . 

Ha ft. Good morrow Catesby, you arc early Birring, 
Whatnewcs what newes, in this our tottering Bate? 

Cat. It is a reeling world indeedemy Lo: 

And 1 belceue it will ncuer Band vpright, 

Till Richard weare the garland of the Realme. 

Haft. Howe? weare the garland? doeB thou tneane the 
Cat. I my good Lord. 
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Haft. He haue this crowneofmine , cut from royfheul* 
Ere 1 will fee the crownc Co foule mifblaBe : (ders 

But canB tliQuguefTc that he dothaimc atit. 

Cat, Vpon my life my Lo:and hopes to find you forward 
Vpon his party for the game thereof, 

And thereupon he fends you this good newes, 

Thatthis fame very day, yotirencmies. 

The kindred of the Qucene muB die at Pomfret. 

Haft. Indeedc I am no mourner for that newes, 

Becaufe they haue beene Bill mine enemies: 

But that lie giuc my voice on Richards fide, 

Tobarre myMaBers hcircs in true difeent, 

God knowesl will not doe it to the death. 

Cat. God kcepe your Lordfhip in that gratious minde. 
Haft. Butl fhall laugh at this a tweluemonth hence. 
That they who brought me in my MaBers hate, 

1 liuc to lookc vpon their tragedy: 

I tell thee Catesby. Cat. What my Lord? 

Haft. Ere a fortnightmake me elder, 
lie lend fome packing, that yet thinlce not on it. 

Cat. Tis a vile thing to die my gratious Lord, 

When menarevnprepard andlookc not for it. 

Haft. O Monflrous monBrous, and fo fils it out 
With Riiieri, Vaughan, Gray, and fo twill doe 
W nil fome men els, who thinke thcmfclues as fafe 
As thou* and I* who as thou IcnoweB aredeare 
T o Princely Richard* and to Buckingham. 

Cat. The Princes both make high account ofyou. 

For they account his head vpon the bridge. 

Haft, lknovt they doc, and 1 haue well defeated it. 
Enter Lord Stanley, 

Wnat my Lo: where is your boarc-fpcare man? 
rcareyou the boare and go fovnprouided? 

Ctan, My Lo: good morrow: good morrow Catesby: 
You may iefl on: but by the holy roode. 

I doe not like thcfc feuci all counccls I. 

Heft. My Lo: I hould my life as dearc asyou doe yours. 
And neuer in my life I doc proteft » 





The Tragedy 

Was it morcprctioustomc then it is now: 

Thinke you, but that I know our flare fccure* 

I would be fo triumphant as I am? * /j • 

J T Un '. TllcLords f Pomfret when they rode fromjUn! 
Were locund, and fuppofde their ftates was fure, 

And they indeed had no caufe to raiflrufti 
But yet you fee how foonc the day ouercaft, 

This fodaine flab of rancour Iinifdoubt, 

Pray God, I fly, I prone aneedclcfle coward: 

But come my Lo: Aallweto the tower? 

Hi*/?. I go: but flay, heare you not the newes. 

This day thofe men you talkt of, are beheaded. 

Su. They fot their truth might better wearc their heads.' 
1 hen (ome that haue accufde them Wearc their hats- 
But come my Lo: let vsaway. Enter HaJUn. 

Haft, Go you before, He follow prefcntly. U TurSuant 
Hajl. Well met Haftings,how goes the world with thee? 
Vur. The better that it plcaft your Lo: to aske 
1 tcl! thce fallow tis better with me now.* 

Then when I met thee laft where now vve mcetc: 

Then was I going pri foner to the tower, 

By the fuggeftion of the Queenes allies: 

But now I tell thee (keepe it to thy felfe.) 

T his day thofe enemies ate put to death. 

And I in better ftate then cuer I was. 

"Pur. God hold it to your ' 

Hajl. Gra mercy Ha fling 
Tur. God flue your Lori 

Hajf. What Sir Iohn.vou are wel met, (Enter apriift* 
I am beholding to you for yourlaft daies exercife: 

Come the next flbaoth and [ willcontcntyou. Hettkif- 
Enter Buckingham. (pert in kit ear*. 

Euc. How now Lo:Chamber!ainc,whac talking with a 
I our friends at P omfre t they doc need the priefl (priefl, 
i our honour hath no fliriumg workein hand. 

H*J}. Good faith and when I metthis holy man, 

Thole mcnyoutalke of came into myminde: 

What, go you to the to wer my Lord? 

Back 



honors good content. 

;s holdlpcnd thou that,H>//#» 
dfhip. (him hit pur fe. 
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Bucki I doe, but long I lhall not flay, 

1 flail rcturne before your Lor dihip thence. 

H# Tis Uke enough, for I flay dinner there. 

Buck; And fupper too, although thou knoweft it not: 
Come flail W'C go. along? Exeunt, 

Enter Sir RJik*rd Ratltjfe, with the Los Riuert, 

Gray and yaughan prifoners. 

Rati. Come bring foorth the prifoners. 

Ryu, Sir Richard Ratliffc let me tell thee this: 

To day flalt thou behold a fubie&die. 

For truth, for duty, and fqr loyalty. 

Cray. God keepe the Prince from all the packc of you: 
A knotyouare of damned bloudfuckers. 

Ryu. O Pomftct Pomfret, Oh thou bloudy prifon, 
farall and ominous to noble peeres. 

Within the guilty dofure ofthy wall 
Richatd the fleond here was hackt to death: 

And for more flaundcr to thydilmall foulc. 

We glue thee vp our guiltlcfle blouds to drinke, 

Cray. Now Margarets curfl is falne vpon our heads: 
For (landing by, when Richard ft.abd her fonne. 

RJu. Then curfl Ac Haftmgs, then curfl Ac Bucking- 
Then curfl AcRichard.Oh remember God, (ham: 

To heare her praiers for them as now for vs. 

And for my fifter, arid her princely fonne: 

Be flushed dearc God with our tr.ue blouds. 

Which as thou knoweft vniuflly mufl be fpilt. 

Rat. Comecome difpatch, theUniitofyour linca is out. 

Ryu. Corse Gray, come Vaughan, let vs all unbrace 
Arid take our leaucvntill we mcete in heauen. Exeunt. 

Enter (he Lords to Councell. 

Haft, MyLordsac oncethccaufc why wearemcr. 

Is to determine of the coronation: 

In Gods name fay, when is this royall day? 

Buc. Arc all things fitting for that royall time? 

Hat. It . is, and Wants but nomination, j 

To morrow then,! guefle a happy time. 

But. Who knowes Ac Lo: protestors mind herein? 

G . Who 



Who is moIYjnvYa*'dh$i?h r fhe noble Du8f4V i < 3r ^ f 
E* Why you my Lw-tiie th'iriksyou fhould foam'fll know 
Fuc Who 1 my To? we know each Others faces: (his Mmd 
Bailor ourhaitsdw^HMV^hOd^fOVt^FtTiin^ -jou « 
Then I tVfjOMs: nor l i’o more pf’ffti? theiiyou-ofniine:- 
To: Hall mg-, you and he -arcMcereiri lone. -‘*5 
Haj}. I thanke hisGr'ahciij^wht louesme well; 

But for his piirpofem thet^rhMm/bti; ; • '-S 

Ihaue not- founded him •Twfe*h*e^hue< d ; 

His Graces pkalu^'^^telfeil® a ' !:i3 1 '■ ’* ° f 

Jhityou my noble LosTbiyiViirle- fh^-tifne, ‘ i ): > I 
Aud iirthe DiikeshH^P^yBeg^utj'An' voice, ’ 

Winch 1 prefume h‘e y iiffake in Gen: le part. -‘ A 

Bijh. Now in-geedoitte here comes the Duke himfelfe, 
Clo . My noble L. and CoieBsafiighodmorrow, (Sntido. 

3 baucbccne !onga fiecpd&^'dfHtfpe •mi'*irl.'i // 
My ablcncc dothiJegleSft'-iW^g^lKi® defignes, bir.rbi/! 

Which by my pr-efenee might haue been concluded! bnA 
Bui. Had not ydOcome ; vp ! on your kew tit] Lo: a :: oW^ 
WdlianiTr HatFingsdia^ ndvr p^bhftyOuf?pat)Ki > ^ 

1 meane ybiir- voice Jfefcr^vh'iti^df' AeK-inJ- * 'pni,?; io-. 

G/oifT-iianitiy Lb* Hjtftmg* bold#* 

HasTorddup knowes Me vvell^aiid lodes nie \Yeih nail 1 
Hdft. Itbanke vbur Grace. ' l<) iVj *• :i - ■ '■> >-w{ °T 
Clo My Lo; BWl vinid* bnA 

Glo. WhenT-^ddlaftipfi BofeoVricf ) b bark i A oH 
I f.,yvgoodftvav^4r4!lftt*i you.vgafden%here, f rbmW 
,1 IVdWD'etccehy.dOferid ; M(r i ibmc bftheiiic ~oJ 

fcbrd. ' :;i - '* ■> •' ** .*<■■'■ 

Gfo. Ccden'Buckinghatn, it word with you: -yh' bill- 
Cstesby hath'fouftdcd fLftMgvmoucibufines, 

And firioVs (he telly Gentleman fo boat, . - Jt\M A 

A s he will Ioofe his head care giuc content, rmsisbo • 

Hn Mailers foh'ne«YS-wpil}iipfiill he terfties iti 

Sisal ioofeehfcbo^iydfcEngian^thrjjatiei f-wA 

Buc. Wit hdraW-yoa bciise rriy To;IieiMsllpw-yoUilE*-G/, 

Day Wehad«4»t 

To uionbvy »H5«Vie opinion isrooLodawrej > 
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TheTrAgcdy 

But I chfdaind it, and did fcorne to flicy 
Three fifties to dayyfriy footecldth' hoffe-did ftuttible, 

And ftartled-Wheft he iookt vpoft the tower* 

As loath to bcare me to the flaughtcrhoufe. 

Oh, now I want the Pricff that fpake to me, 

1 iiow repent I tolde the Pursuant, ' 1 ■- 

As ewere triumphing at rriincenerfties: 

How they at Poinftet bleudily were butcherd, 

And I my felfefecure in grace and fauour: 

Oh Margaret Margaret: now thyhcauy curie, 

Is lighted on poore Hafhngs wretched head. 

Cat. Difpatch my LoitheDubc woul'dbeatdinhcR 
Mikcafhort ihrift, he longs to lee yourhead- 
Haft. O momentary date ofworldfyriifcn, 

Which we more hunt for, then the grace of heauen: 

Who buildeshishopesiw aire of your fairc looker, 

£_,iucs like a drunken fayler on a mall, 

Ready wirheuery nod totumbledownc 
Into the fatall'bowcls of the deepe. 

Come leade me to the blockc, bcare him myhead, 

They fmile at me that fhortly (halbc dead. Exeunt. 

Enter Duke ofG locefler and Buckingham in armour, 

Glo. Come Cdfen, canft thou quake and change thy co- 
Murther thy breath in middle ofa word. 

And then beginne a.gaine, and flop againe^ 

As ifthou wcrtdi draught and mad with tcrfor, 

Bxc. Tutfearenotniei ^niiiiiw 

I can counterfaitthedeepe Tragcdianf ; m 
5peakc,and looke backe, andpric on euery fide: 
Intending deepe fijfpition, gaftly lookes 
Are atmyfetuicclikeiriforced ftnilci, 1 ’ 

And both are ready in their offices ' ' ■ ' J ; 1 - : , 1 1 

To grace my flratagcms, Enter Wlaitjt-j 

Glo. Here conies the Maior. 

Buc. Letmealonctoentettaine him, Lo: Maior, 

Glo. Looke to the drawbridgethere. 

2?#c. Thercafin wehauelentforyoU. 
clo, Catesby ouerlookethcwalj. 
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tf Richard the third. * * 

luck. Harke ji b eare a d r u m me. 

clo. Looke backe, defend thee, here are enemies. 

Jluc. God and our innocence defend vs. Enter Cattily 

Clo. 0,0, be quiet, it isCatesby. whhHaJl.Jtead . 

Cat. Here is the head of that ignoble traitor, 

The daungcrous and vnfufpcded Hading*. 

Clo. Sodeare I louki the man, that I muff weepe; 

I tookc him for the plained harmelefle man. 

That breathed vpon this earth a chridian, 

Looke ye my Lo: Maior. 

Made him my booke, wherein tny fbule recorded. 

The hi dory of all her fccret thoughts: 

So finoothe he daubd his vice with fhew of vertue, 

That his apparant open guilt omitted: 

1 meanc his conucrfation with Shores wife* 

He laidftom all attainder offufpe<d. 

Buel ^ Well well, he was the couet td fheltred traitor 
That eucr liu’d, would you haue imagined. 

Or almod belecue, wert not by great preferuation 
We hue to tcUityou? The fubtile traitor 
Had this day plotted in the councell houfe. 

To murder me, and my good Lord of Gloceder. 

Maior. What, .had he fo? 

Glo. Wkatthinkc you we are Turkcs or Infidels, 
Orthat we would againd the forme oflavve, 

Proceede thus rafhly to the villaines death. 

But that the extreame pcrill of the cafe, 

The peace of England, andour perfonsfafety 
Infoiif vs to this execution. 

Ma. Now fairc befall you, he deferued his death, 

And you my good Lords both, haue well proceeded 
To warne fade traitours from the like attempts: 

I ncuer Iookt for better at his hands, 

After he once fell in with Miff rede Shore. 

but. Yet had not we determined he fhould die, 

Vntill yourLordfhip came to fee his death, 

Whichnow the longing half e of thefe our friends. 
Somewhat againff our meaning haue preuented/ 

G Be 



I 
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Becaufe, my Lord, we wculdhauc tad yotflicarUeH 

TlK-traito; lper.kf|%ii4dt(iiwdl^yxtobfcfrB >o.l ,«lj 

Tl^^nar.and the pni pofc of his treafonyi bus LoO 
T hit you migta .well liape figmfied the fame ! t O ,G . 0 \o 
Vnto the Citizens, who happily may >H aW) 

Mifeonfter vsinhnn,atid wayle his-dcathon itioi^nitebsdT 
Ma. But my good Lord, your graces wlord'flwll feru&) 
As well as Iliad feene of heard him: fpeake, -lopJ I 

And doubt you not, tight noble princes both, litnd JiuiT 
But lie acquaint your dutious citizens, u :o‘i n a^sdooj 
W ithall yourialt pr.osce-cdiogs in this cauleod yiurnid 
Gla. Andtothatenclwt wiJhtyQttriLofdniipheri . IT 
To auoyde the carping cenfures ofthe ivorld. 

Buc. But fince you come too late of our intents, 

1 et witncfle whapyye.did .intend, amliomy Lor-dadue.. n't 
do. After, after, coofiij-Budfjtigham,., ExitMaiou I-.H 

TheM.uprtp^ardf^tW/i.ajlhiesljiinin'ailpijlL. 

There at your meedl aduan.tagc of the ti me, «o ? 
fnferre the.baftar^ynfTfcdwar^chddren:- . >!s : iionikw) 
Tell them how Edward put to death a Citizen, 

Onelv for laying he wqf»idtua|fe:;bis fdohe Vo; n v.-.b rids F. 
Heire to thc-Qrownci (S^eJljg^indcf^ihrsJioufe, on cT 
Which by the figne thereof was tclniid&icLtttdW .taibbs 
Moreoucr, . vrgejns hateful! luxurie, 

And belball appetite in change of Juft, 

Which ftretched totlieyr feruant5,cb.ughteirsiWUts^.!. « 
Eucn where his luftfqlUy^dotdhtelgc bear* itatsatlj Jfidj sr! 
Without contrqUJ^edryqpKrke.htspfeytl^iiHloeor^q talT 
Nay for a neede thus farre, come neere iny pcrlhn ; tv ' 

Tell thci^^^.thi^rPll^^rii^rweiaiwitlvchiJdo' w-f 
Ofthat fcn£^f$^(jlw.arck np^!e Yorke 
My princely^theriiipftdjtidfVyarre^urEi'auuccj id s a..; «T 
And by iufl computational^ feyitne . I'-adio! jjIooI : j ril 
Found,that the ill'novya^ not liis begot, . 

Which vveilippeatdd'ih Iris h-ricamentSy ;on U r! laY .t# ! i 
Being nothing like the nt5bkD,ukemydatlkr: •: v iii w<Y 

But touch th|S;fpfl^iRgl} 5 . 3 S: !t were farre off, 

Bccaufc ypujkiwwijwy ^ri%wipWhoKJifiicsi. < s« ' 






Buc t 






It 




bfEvl 



ef Richmlpbe third.. 

Back; Fcarc nqtjtiityL&d} JIc play the QrafdrL 
A> if the golden fee foe .whichl pleade 
Were For inyfelfe. 

do. Ityou-thriue well, bring them to Baynardscaflle, 
Where you lha}l finde me vvellacccmpanyed, 

Wyth icucrcnd iather.s arid well learned Bifhops. 

Bm. Abe ut three orfoureaclocke looktolieare 
What news Gui jdhall a£Fordeth,and fi> my Lord farewell. 

do. Now willl in to take fomepriuy order, ExitBxc. 
T o draw the brats of Clarence out©! fight. 

And to giue nqtice, that no mancrof perfon 
At any tyme h^ue recourfc vnto the Princes, 

Enter 4 Scrivener 'Vith a paper in tm hand. 

This is the indictment ofthe good Loi d Halvings, 

Which in a fct.hsnd favcely isengroflr. 

That it may be this ekiyiread' duet in Panics: 



Sxit. 






on it 



Eleiien hpures I {pent to wryte it ouef, 

For yerfcrnigjlt; by Caicsbv was itbroaght- hajry r? 
TheprefidgntY!.’^fitUaSiiongadoyng, ! 

And yct;W,ithin'fhefc fiue homes liued Lord H'afliiig;, 
Vrtnynt^.vnexiimincdifrefc, at. liberty: i? 1 

Heercsa good world, the while. Whywhoesfq grolEp 

T hat fees not tins pa! pablc deuice? -»/ 

Yet whoesfo blindc but fayes he fees it not? 

Bad is the world, and all w ill come to naught, K 

fUchb^^4e!§h : igmttff befehedn thought'. Exit 
Enter GloceJJer at one df&ne, Buckingham at another. 

. G/a . FIoyy< pow iftiy Lord , what lay Yhe Cittizens? 

Buc. Now by die holy m ithcr of our Lord, 

The Citireps^i e ipummc, anddpeake not a word. 

Glo. To,;qhpyquii)ebaftardyofr dwJi^scjiildrcri ? . 
B«f^.ldid f .Yyyth the infaciategrcediudfeof his ddlres,. 
His tyranny for trifles, his owne barfardy, 
Ashcynggot,yourftthertheninFraunce: " Y . 

Withjll I did infifrre your lineaments, - ; y ! 

Both inyourformcahduobicn^flc ofmindci : 

*’■ Lak! 
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TheTr/^jt4f-^% V ' 

Laid open all your vitfortci in Scotland: 

Your djfciplinc i n warre, wifedome in peaces 
Your bounty, vertuc/airc humility; 

Indecdc lefe nothing fitting for the purpofe 
Vntouchtjor fleightly handiedin difcourfc: 

And when miiK* oratory grew to auende. 

I bid them that did loue thcircountrics good* 

Crie, God faue Richard, England* royal! Kin°v 
G lo. A and did they fo? 

Euc. No fo Go d hclpc me, ' 

But like dumbe (Ltues or breathing Rones, 

Gazdc each on other and iookt deadly pale: 

Which when I law, Ircprchendcd them* 

And askt the Maior, what meant this wilfull filence! 

His anfwere was, the people were not wont 
To be fpoke to, but by the Recorder. 

Then he was vrgde to tell my tale againe: 

T hus, faithjthe Duke, thus hath the Duke inferd: 

But nothing fpakc in warrant from himfelfe: 

^ lien he had donf»ft>me followers ofmine ownc 
At the lower end of the Hall , hurld vp their caps. 

And fome ten voices cried, God.faue King Richard. 
Tbankes louing Cittizensand friends quoth I, 
Thisgenerallappfaufe and louing fiioutc. 

Argues your wrfedomes and your loue to Richard: 

And fo brake off and came away, iu J ' 7 

do. What tonglelTe b-ockes were they* would they not 
Buc. No by my troth my Lo: ) - : (fpcakej 

Glo. Will not the Ala:or then, and his brethren come. 

( do. The Maior is here at hand,and intend home featC: 
Benot/poken withall.but with mighty ftiite: ’ *• 

And looke you get a praier booke in your hand, /' 

And Rand betwixt two churchmen good my Lo: 

For on that ground lie build a holy dcfcant: 

Be not eafiiy wenne to our requeR: 

Play the maidcs part, lay no, but take it. 

do. Fearc not me, if thou cnnR plcadc afwcll for thdfn» 
As I can fay nay lo ifcee, for my fclfc? ; a i 

N* 



of Richard the third. 

No doubt weclc bring it to a happie iffue. 

Buck. You ^al fee what 1 can do,get you vp to the lea As.Exit. 
Novy my L. Maior, I dance attendance heare, 

] thinke the Duke will not be fpoke withall. Enter Catesty, 

Here corns his ftruant.* how now Catesby what faies he. 

Catef. My Lord, he doth intreat your grace 
To vifit him to morrow or next daie. 

He is within with two right reuereud fathers, 

Diuinely bent to meditation. 

And in no worldjy fuitc woul d he be mou’d. 

To draw him from his holy exercifc. 

Buck ; Rctutne good C» tesby to thy Lord againe, 

Tell him my felfe,the Maior and Cittizens, 
Indeepedefignesandmattersofgrcatmoment, - 
No lefle importing then our generall good. 

Are come to haue lome conference with his grace. 

Catef. lie tell him what you fay my Lord. Exit. 

Bucki A ha my Lord this prince is not an Edward.* 

He is not lulling on a lewd day bed, 

But on his knees at meditation: 

Not dalying with a brace of Curtizans, 

But meditating with two deepeDiuines.* 

Not fleeping to ingroffe his idle body. 

But praying to inrich his watchfull foule. 

Happy wc re England,would this graciousprincc 
Takeon himfelfe thefouerainry thereon, 

But fure I feare we fhall neuer winne him to it. 

Maior. Marry God forbid his grace fhouldfay vs nay. 

I feare he wifhow now Catesby, Enter Catef. 

What laics your Lord? 

Ca’tf. My Lo.he wonders to what end, youhaue aflembled 
Such troupes of Cittizens to fpeake withhim, 
grace not being warnd thereofbefbre. 

My Lord,he feares you meane no good to him. * 

Mack- Sortie 1 am my noble Cofcn foould 
Sufpeff me that I meane no good to him. 

By neauen I come in perfedfjoue to him, 
nd fo once more returne and tell his grace: Exit Catesby. 

H When 
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The Tragedy 

When hollie and deuouc religious men, 

Are at their beads.tis hard to draw them thence, 

Sofweetis zealous contemplation. 

Enter Rich with two hi/hops a toFle . 

Alaior . See where he ftandsbetw eentvvoclergiemen, 
Bnd^ T wo props of vertuc for a chriitian Prince 5 
To ftaie him from the fall of vanitie, 

Famous Plantaganet,mort gracious prince. 

Lend fiucrable cares to our rcqueft. 

And pardon vsthe interruption 
Ofthy deuotion and right Chriftian zeale, 

Glo. My Lord 3 there needs no fuch apologie, 

I rather do befeech you pardon me, 

Who earned: in the feruice of my God, 

Neglcdl the vacation of my friends, 

Butlcauing this, what is your gracespleafure? 

But Euen that I hope which pleafeth God aboue. 
And all good men of this vngouerned ilc, 

Glo* I dofufpeftlhauedonefomeoffcnce. 

That feemes difg^acious in the Citties eies. 

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance, 

Buck. You haue my Lord,would it pleafe your grace 
At our entreaties to amend that fault, 

Glo . Elfe wherefore breath I in a Chriftian land? 

Bhc\. Then know it is your fault that you refigne 
Thefupreamc feat,thc throne maiefticaJ], 

The feeptred office ofyour auncefiors, 

The 1 ineall glone ofyour roiall houfc, 

To the corruption of a blcmifhft floe Vej 
Whilft in the mildnefie ofyour fleepie thoughts, ' 

Which here we waken to our countries good 3 
This noble He doth want her proper limbcs 5 
Her face defac f t with fears ofinfamie, 

And almoft (bouWred in the (wallowing gulphj 
Of blind forgetfulaefle and darke obliuion. 

Which to recurc we hartiiy fplicit, 

Y our gratiousfelfe to take on you the foueraingtie thereof, 
Not as Protestor ftc ward fubftituce. 
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_ _ 1 . , .. x.ji, 

of RicUrd the thirl 

Orlowlie fa&or for mothers gaine: 

But as fuccefhuelie from bloud to bloud. 

Your right ofbirth, your Emperie,your owne: 

. For thisconforted with the Citizens 
Your verie worfldpfull and louingfrinds. 

And by their vehement infligarion, 

■ In this iuft fuite come I to moueyour grace. 

Glo. I know not whether to depart in filcnce. 

Or bitterlie to fpeake in your reproofe, 

Beftfitteth my degree oryourcondition: 

Your louc deierues my thankSjbut my defect 
Vnmeritable ftiunes your high requeft, 

| ■ Firft if ail obftacles were cut a waie, 

And that my path were euen to the crown. 

As my ripe reuene w and dew by birth, 

' Yetfomuchismypouertyoffpirit, 

So mightie and fo many my defedls, 

As I had rather hide me from my greatnes, 

Beeing a Barke to brooke no mightic fea. 

Then in my greatnes couet to be hid. 

And in the vapour of my glorie fmotherd: 

But God be thanked there’s no need of me. 

And much I need to helpeyou ifneed were, 

The roiall tree hath leftvs roiall fruit. 

Which mellowed by the dealing houresof time. 

Will well become the feat of maieflie. 

And make no doubt vs happic by his raigne, 

Onhim I laie what you would late on me; 

The right and fortune ofhis happie ftars. 

Which God defend that I fhould wring from him. 

Buck. Mylord.this argues confciencc in your grace. 

But the refpedls thereof are nice and triuiall, 

' All circumflances well confidcred: 

You faic that Edward is your brothers fonne, 

Sofaie weto.butnot by Edwards wife. 

For firft he was contract to lady Lucy t 
Your mother liues a witnefle to that vowe, - 

And afterward by fubftitute betrothed 

H.2, To 




The Tragedy 

To Betta fifier to the king ofFraunce, 

Thcfe both put by a poore petitioner 
•A care- crazd mother of a many children, 

A beauty-wainingand diftrcfled widow, 

Euen in the aftcrnoone ofher beft daies 
Madepri.'e and purchafeofliis lu(i full eye, 

Scduc t the pitch and height ofal his thoughts. 

To bale declenf on and loathd bigamie. 

By her in his vnlawfull bed he got. 

This Edward whom our manerstcrme the prince. 

More bittcrlie could I expoffulate, 

Saue tha t for reuerence to lorne aliue 
I giuc a (paring limit to my tongue: 

Then good my Lord ,take to your royall felfe. 

This proffered beneficofdigmtie: 

If nottobleflevs and theland withall, 

Y et to draw out your royall ftocke. 

From the corruption ofabufing time, 

Vnto a lineal! true deriued courfe, 

Dogood my Lord your Cittizense'ntreat you. 
C uef. O make them ioifull granttheir lawful fuite. 

Gfa. A las, w hy w'ould you heape thcfe cares on me 
I am vnntfor date and dignitie, 

I do befeechyou take it notamifTe, 

I cannot nor I will not yeeld to you. 

B “ c i- Ifyotirefuie itas inloucandzeale, 

Loath to depofe the child your brothers fonne. 

As well w'e know your tendemes ofheart. 

And gentle kind effeminate remorfe, 

^Yhich wee haue noted in you to yout kin. 

And egallie indeed to all effaces, 

Yet whether you accept our fuite or no, 

Your brothers fonne fhall neuer raigne our kin** 

But we will plant fome other in t he throane. 

To the difgrace and downfall of your houfe; 

And in thisrefolution here vveleaue ycu. 

Come Citizens, zounds ile intreat no more. 

Glo, O donotfweare my Lord ofBuckingham. 




Catef. Call them againe,- my lord, and accept their fote, 
jino. Doe, good my lord, leaf! all the land do rew it, 
glo. Would you infbrce me toa world ofcare: 

Well, call them againe, I am not made offtones, 

But penetrable to your kind intreates. 

Albeit againfi my confcience and my foule. 

Cnoiin ofBuckingham, and you fage graue men, 

Since you will buckle fortune on my backe, 

To beai e her burthen whether I will or no, 

1 muff haue patience to indure the lode. 

But ifblacke fcand ale or foule-fac’t rcproch 
Attend the fequell ofyour impofirion. 

Your meerc infbi cement fhall acquittance mee 
From all the impure blots and Raines thereof. 

For God he knowes, and you may partly fee. 

How farre I am from the defire thereo f. 

Mayor . God blefle your grace, we fee it, and will fay it. 
Qlo. In faying fo, you fhall but fay the truth. 



Long 



Then I fdute you with this kingly title : 
liue Richarcgvinglands royall king. 



LM yor. Amen 

Tomorrow will it pleafeyoutobe crown’d. 

glo. Euen when you will, fince you will haue it fo. 

But k; To morrow then we will attend your grace. 
glo. Come, let vs to our holy taske againe: 
rarewel good coofine, farwel gentle friends. “ Sxenni. 

Enter Quee.mother, Dnchefe of Torke, tJMtraucs Dorfct , at 
t»edoore } DuchtfcofG loceft., at another do ore. 
n Mch c meets vs heere, my neece Plantagenet ? 

nL. xt^ WC ^ met > w ^ et * lcr awaie fo faff ? 
v u ™ farther then the Tower.andasIghefTe 
pon the like deuotion as your felues, 
logratulatcthe tender Princes there. 

An>' Ku1 j fifter than ks,weele enteral togither. Enter 
M L-r' time here the Lieutenant comes. Leutevant. 

HowSre 

Lieu. Wei Madam, and in health, but by your leatle, 

H 3 I 
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The T rage die 
I may not fuffer you to vifite him. 

The King hath ftraighdie charged the contrarie* 

1 The King? whie, whole that? 

Lieu, 1 crie you mercie, I meane the Lord prote$or. 

Qu. The Lord protect him from that Kiaglie title: 

Hath he fet boundcs betwixt their loue and me.- 
I am their mother, who fhould keepe me from them? 
Duyor, I am their Fathers, Mother, I will fee them. 

Duch.glo. Their aunt I am in la w,in loue their mother: 
Then feare not thou, He bearc thy Blame, 

And take thy office from thee on my pcrill. 

> Lieu. I doe befecch your graces all to pardon me.* 

I am bound by oath, 1 may not doc it. Enter L.Stankt . 

S tan. Let me but meetc you Ladies an houre hence, 
And He falutc your grace ofY orke, as Mother.- 
And reuerentc looker on, of two faire Queenes. 

Come Madam,you muft go with me to Weftminfter, 
There to be crowned, Richards roy all Queene. 

Qu O cut my lace in funder, that my pent b^lrt, 

May haue (omcfcope tobeate 3 orclfe I fou’ , 

With this dead killing new es. 

Dor, Madam, haue comforc,how fares your grace? 

Qu^ O Dorfet fpeake not to me, get thee hence. 

Death and deftru£tioirdogge thee at the hecles^ 

"Thy Mothers name is ominous to children. 

If thou wilt outftrip.death.gocroffe the leas. 

And liue with Richmond,fiom the. teach of hell^ 

Go hie thee, hiq thee from thisflaughter houfc, 

Leaft thouincreafe the number of the dead, 

And make me die the thrall of Margarets curfle, 

Nor Mother, Wife^iorEnglands counted Queene. 

Stan . Fullofwife care is this yourcounfell Madam, 
Take allthefwift aduantageofthe time, 

You fhall haue letters ftem me to my fonne, 

To meete you on the way, and welcome you, 

Be not tane tardie, by vnwifedelaie: 

Ducky or. O ill difperfing winde ofmifei?e, 
Omyaccurfedvvombe,thebedofdcatb, 



~~~Tef Richard the third. 

fiCoe atrice haft thou hatch to the world, 

VVhofe vnauoided eye is murtherous. 

Sm. Come Madam,! in all haft was font. 

finch. And I in all vnwillingnes will go, 

I would to God thar the inclufiue verge, 

Ofgolden-mettall that muft round my browe, 
were red hottc fteele to feare me to the braine, 

Annointcd let me be with deadlie poy fon. 

And die, ere men can fay, God faue the Queene. 

Qm. Alas poore foule,I e nuie not thy glorie. 

To feed? my humor, wifh rhy lelfe no hatme. 

Ducb.glo. No, when he that is my husband now. 

Came to me as 1 followed Henries courfe , 

When fearfe the bloud was well wafht from his handes, 

Which iflued from my other angel husband. 

And that dead faint, which then, I weeping followed, 

0, when I lay, I looktonRichatds face, 

This was my wifh, be thou quoth I accurft. 

For making me fo young, fo olde a widow. 

And when thou v^dft, let forrow haunt thy bed. 

And be thy wife ,ininy be fo madde, 

Asmiferablc by the death of thee. 

As thou halt mad c me by my deare Lordes death, 

Loe, eare I catxrcpeate thiscurfc againe, 

Euen in fo fhort a fpace, my womans hart, 

Groflelie grew'e captiue to his honic wordcs, 

And ptou’d the fubieffc ofmy owne foules curie. 

Which euerfncchach kept my eyes from fleepe, 

Forneuer yet, one houre in his bed, 

Haue / enioyed the golden dew offleepe, 

But haue bene waked by his timerous dreames, 

Befidcs,he hates me for my father Warwicke, 

And will no doubt, fhortlie be rid of me. 

Qm. Alas poore foule, /pittie thy complaints, 

Ducb.glo. No morethcnfrommyfoule/moumeforyoittS. 

Dor. Farewell, thou wofullwelcomer of glorie. 

Ducb glo, Adew poore foule, thou takft thy leaue ofit. 

Dtt.jor. Go thou to Richmond, and good foitunc guide thee. 

Goe 
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Go thou to Richarc^and good Angels garde d iee f 
Go thou to fon&uarie, good thoughts poflcfle thee, 

1 to my grauc where peace and reR lie with me, 
Eighticoddeyearesoflortow haue I feene, 

And each houres ioy wrackc with a wceke oftcene. 

The T ruMpets found , Enter Richard crorvnd \ Bucking* ' 
ham>Catesby ruth other Nobles. 

Stand al apart* Coohn of Buckingham, 

h f d -\ I Ter she afcendttb 

Thus high by thy aduice tbetbrm. 

And thy afTillance is kino Richard Tested : 

But dial vve wcarc thefe honours for a day ? 

Orfhall they Iaft, and wercioicc in them. 

Buc. Stil liuc they, and for eucr may they Jaft. 

KingRj, O Buckingham, now do Iplaic the touch. 

To trie ifthou be currant gold indeed: 

^ dung Edwatdliues { thinke now' what I would fay, 

Buc. Saie on my gracious foueraigne. 

King Whie Buckingham, 1 faie 1 would be king. 

Buc. Whicfoyou are my thrice renow nedjiege. 

King Ha : am I king ? tis lb, but Edward liues. 

Buc. True noble prince. 

King O bitter con 'equcnce, 

That Edward flil lliould liue true noble prince. 

Coofin, thou w ert not wont to be fo dul : 

Shal I be plaine i I vvillr the baftards dead. 

And I would haueit fuddenlie performde. 

What laift thou ? lpeake fuddenlie, bebriefo. 

Buc. Your grace may doe your pleafure. 

King Tutjtut, thou art all yce,thy kindneffe freezeth, 

Saie, haue I thy content that they lhaldie ? 

Buc. Giue me fome breath/omc little paute my lord, 
Before I pofitiuelic lpeake herein s 
I wil refolue your grace immediadie. Exit. 

Catef The fang is angtie, fee, he bites the lip. 

King l wil conucrfe with iron witted looks 
And vnrelpeithie boies, none are for me 
That looke into me with confiderate eies : 

Boy, 



cf Richard the third. 

Boy.hkh reaching Buckingham grovves circumlpc#:. 
VMyLotd. , 

Kng. Knowft thou not any whom corrupting gold 
Would tempt vnto a dole exploit oft death . 

B»y. My lord, I know a difcontented gentleman, 

Whofe humble meanes match not his haughtiemind, 
Gould were as good as twentie Orators, 

And will no doubt tempt him to any thing. 

King. Whacis his name. 

Buy. HisnamemyLordis Tirrell. 

King. Go call him hither prcfontlie, 
ThcdeepeteupIuing.witdeBuckingham, !h.; 

No more lhall be the neighbour to my countell, , 

Hath he lo long held out with me vntirdc 

And flops he nowc for breath? Enttr Darby. 

, How now,what neewes with you? 

Da>ly. My Lord, I he are the Marques Dortet 
Is fled to Richmond, in thole partes beyond the Teas where he 
abides. 

King. Catcsby. Cat. My Lord. 

King, Rumor it abroad 
ThatAnne my wife is fickeandlike to die, 

I will take order for her keeping clofe d.L: I 
Enquire me out fome mcane borne gentleman, 

Whom I will marrielhraightto Clarence daughter. 

The boy h fbolifli,and I leare not him; u . 

.ookc how thou dreamft : Hay againe giue out 
That Anne my wife islicke and like to die. 

About it, for it Hands me much vpon 

To Hop all hopes whole growthmay damadge me, 

Irnult be matried to my brothers daughter, >. 
r ellc my kingdome ftands on brittle glaflc, 

Murthcr Her brothers,and then marriehcr, 
ncertaine vvaie of gaine,bu I am in of l >* 

ofar in bloud that finne will piuckeon fin, 

I s C f! C . faIiin SP iKic flwels not in this eie, EnttrTintl , 



yname f irpll? 

l j r ‘ lames ZifrrcII and your moft obedient ftbte& 

* 



King. 





The Tragedy - 

King Art Aou Indeed? 

Ttr. Troue me my gracious fbueraigne. 

King Darft Aourcfolue to kill a friend of mine? 

Ttr A my Lord ,but I had rather kill two enemies. 

King Why there thou haft it two cl cepe enemies. 

Foes tomy reft, and my fweet fleepesdifturbs. 

Arc they that I would baue thee aealevpoiv 
Tirrell meane thole baftards in the tower. 

7»r. Let me haue open m canes to come to them. 

And foone ile rid you from t he fcarc of them. 

King Thou fingft fweet mulick e. Come hither Kind, 

Go by that token, rife and lend Aine care, be Mfptrj in bis tart, 
71s no more butfoyfaic isitdone, d .. h ; .A < * 
And I will louethccand prefer thee too. 

Ttr. Tisdonemy gracious lord. 

K ng Shal we hearc from thee Tim l ere we fleep?E»tt>' But, 
Tir, Ye ftiaJimjflord,.' I ’. si!;:. . : 5,b'uJ r r 
Buckj. My lord,Ihaucd>nfidcrcdin my mind. 

The late demand that you did found me in. 

Kmg WelljJct that paffc^D’orfct is fled to Richmond, 

Buck. 1 heare that newes my lord. 

Kng St an 'ey he isyour vvifesfonnes.WclIooke to it. 

B stckj My lord, I daime ybur giftjriy dew by promlfe, 

For which your honor and your faith is pawnd, 

The Earlcdome ofHcrfbrd and the moueables. 

The which you proniifed.1 ftiouldpofleflc, 

Kmg Stanlykeobc to your .wife, iffheconuay 
Letters to Richmond you ihallianfwere id 
Bui k. What faies your bigbnes to my iuft demand. 

Kmg As I rcmcmber.Hcmie the fixt 
Did prophccic thatRichmond fhiould be.king. 

When Richmond was aiitclc.peeuiih boy: ; . 

Aking perhaps.pcrbaps, : -.nr. Btuki Mylordr 
Kug How chance the prophet could not at that time, 
Hauetoldme Ibcingby.Aatl fhould kill him. 

Buck; Mylord,yourpronule for the Earledome. 

Ki tg Richmond, when faftl was at Exeter, 

The Maipt ihourtcfie foowd me the Caftkv 

i m 



efRfchrtrdthe third. 

And called it Ruge -mount, at ivhfch natn£ I flirted., ; o»i 3 -’ 
Becaufea Bard oflreland toldmeonc« r n vt:r.<r,i \ ■ yii a Ml 
Ifhould not Hue long after Ifaw Richmond.* ; - •- 
Buck, My lord. 

. Kmg. I,whatsaclocke? 

Buck. I am thus bold to put your grace in mind 
Of what you promifd me. 

Kmg. WeLbutwhatsaclocke? b ; :. ' . 

Buck. Vpon the ftrokcof tcn. 

King. Well.letitftrike. 

Buck. Whielctitfttike? ■ i: • h 

King. Becaufe that like a Tacke thou kcepft the ftroke 
Betwixt thy begging and my meditation, 

I am not in Ac giuing vaine to day. 

Bmk; Whic then relolue me whether you wil or no? 

AV»^. Tut, tut, thou troubleft mc,I am not in the vain. Exit. 
"Buck. Is it euen forward ft he my true feruice 
With fuch deepe contempt, made / him king for this? 

O let me thinkc on Hafttngt and be goue 
7 o Btccnock while my feareftill head is on. 

Enter Sir Francis Tirtell . 

Tjr. 7he tyrranous and bloudie deed is done, 

7hc moft arch- a <51 ofpitteous maflacre, 

7 hat euer yet this land was guilt ie of^ 

Dighton and Forrcft whom I did fubome, 

7o do this ruthlcs pcecc ofbutcherie, 

Although they were flefht villains, bloudic dogs, 

Mclqtig with tendetnes and kind compaflion, 

Weptlikc two children in their dea As fad ftories: 

Lo thus quoth Dighton laic thofc tender babes. 

Thus thus quoth Forrcft girdling on another. 

Within Aejr innocent alablafter anhes, ; 

Their lips were fbure red Rofes ort aftalke. 

Which iatheirfummerbeautiekift each oAcr, 

w/tcL * °*'P ra ‘ ers on Aeir pillow laie. 

Which once quoth Forrcft almoft changdmy mind, 

UTha/i l ^ c ’ r t ^ ie villaineftopt, £ ‘ ' 

huft Dighton thu^told on vve fmo Acred >f i 



Exit. 
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The moft replenished fwcet workc ofnaeure, ; 

Thatfromtheprimecreationeuerhe framed, 

Thus both are gone with confidence and rcmorfe, 

They could not fpeakc and To I left them both, 

7o bring this tidings to the bloudic king. Emei Ki.Rybarj. 
And here he comes^U haile ray foueraigne leigc. 

Kmg. Kind Tirrellain l happicin thy newes. 

Tyr. If to haue done the thing you giue in charge, 

Beget your happinefle 3 be happie then 
For it is done my Lord. 

Kmg. But did ft thou fee them dead. ? 

Ttr, 1 did my Lord. 

King, And buried gentle TkrtUi : . >u 

Ttr. 7 he Chaplainc ofthc tower hath buried them, 

But how or in what place I do not know* 

Tir. Come to me 7‘trre! fbone at after flipper, 

And thou fhalt tell the procefleoftheir death, 

Meane time but thinke how I may do thee good. 

And be inheritor of thy defire. gxit Ttntl, 

Farewe 1 til loone. 

7~hc foune of Clarence haue I pent vp dole, 

His daughter meanelie haue I matcht in mariage, vtr 
The fbnnes ofEdward lleepc in Abrahams bofome. 

And Anne my wife hath bid the world godnight. 

Now for I know the Brittaine Richmond aimes 
At young Elizabeth, my brothers daughter. 

And by that knotlookes proudly ore the crowne, 

To her I go a i Hie thriuing wooer, Enter Cattsby. 

Cat . My Lord. 

KTg. Good newes or bad that thou comft in fo bluntly? 

C a te f Bad newes my lord,£/y is fled to Richmond, 

And Buckingham backt with the bardie Welchmen, 

Is in the field,and flill his power increa/eth. 

Kmg. Ely with Richmond troubles me more nearer 
Then Buckingham and hisrafhleuied armie: 

Come Ihaue heard thatfeateful commenting, 

Is leaden feruitourto dull delaic, 

Delaie leades impotent and fhaile'pacjt beggerie, 

Thenfierie expedition berny wing, 




of Richard the third. 

Ioucs Mercurie and Herald for a king .• 

Come mufter men, my counfaile is my fihield, 

We muft be briefe when traitor > braue the field. Exeunt, 

Eater Quttne (JMargaxt fela, 

Q^Mar- So now prolperitie begins to mellow 
And drop into therotten mouth ofDeath : 

’ Here in theie c onfines flilie haue I lurkt, t 

To watch the waining of mine aduerlaries : 

Adircindudion am I witnefle to. 

And wil to Fraunce, hoping the confequence 
Wil prooue as bitter,blacke and tragical. 

^Withdraw thee wretched Margaret, who comes here ? 

Enter the Qh. tutd the Dntcbejfe ofT trke . 

Qu. Ah my young princes, ah my tender babes I 
My vnblowne flowers, new appearing fweets, 

It yet your gendc fbules flit- in the <*yre 
And benotfixtin doomc perpetual, 

Houer about me with your aicrie winges. 

And hcarc your mothecslamentation. 

Qu CWar. Houer about her, faie thatrightforright, 

Hath dimd your infant morne,to aged night. 

Qnee. Wilt thou,0 God,fliefrom fuchgentle lambes. 

And throw them in the intrailes ofthc Wolfe .* 

When didft thou fleepe when fuch a deed was done ? 

QJldar. When holie Harry died, and my fweet fonne. 

Dutch. Blind fight.de ad life,pocre mortal liuinggholl, 
Woes feeane, worlds fhame,graues due by life vlurpt, 

Rell thy vnreft on Englands lawful earth, 

Vnlawfullie made drunke with innocents bloud. 

Q*-, O that thou wouldfl afwel affoord a graue. 

As thou cariftyeeld a melancholic feate, 

Then would / bide my bones, not reft them here J 
° who Hath anie caufe to mourne but 71 
Owi;. So manic miseries hauccrazd my voice 
at my woe-wearied toong is mute and dumbe. 
award Plantagenet, whie art thou dead ? 

<«. Mar. /f ancient fbrrow be moft rcucrent, 
me mine the benefire offigr.orie. 
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And let my woes frowne on the vpper hand, ; . .v.„ , 

Ifforro w can admitre focictic , 

Tell ouer your vvocs againc by vowing mine, 

/ had an Ed ward, till a Richard kild him; 

I had a Richard, till aRicard kild him.* 

Thou hadftan Edward,till a Richard kild him* 

Thou hadft a Richard, till a Richard kild him. 

Duel). I had a Richard to, and thou didft kill him} 

/had a Rutland to, thou hopft to kill him. 

QuyMar. Thou hadft a Clarence to, and Richard kild him 
From forth the kennell of thy wombe hath crept, 

A hcl-hound that doeth hunt vs all to death. 

That dogge, that had his teeth before his eyes, 

T© worric lambes,and lap their gentle blouds, 

That foule defacer of Gods handie workc. 

Thy wombe let loofe,to chafe vs to ourgraucs, 

O vprighr,iuft,and true ddpofing God, 

How doe / thanke thee, that this carnal curre, 

Praics cn the iffuc of his mothers bodie,. 

And makes her puefcllow with others mone. ‘ 

Dnch. O, Harries wifes triumph net in m y woes, 

God witnes with me, I haue vveptfor thine. 

QuxJMdr . Bcarewithme,/ amhungricfbrrcuenge, 

And now / cloie me with beholding it, 

Thy Edward, he is dead, that ftabd my Edw ard, 

Thy other Edward dead, to quittc my Edward, 

Yong Yorkc,he is but boote bccaule both they 
Match not the high perfedtion of my Ioffe, 

Thy Clarence he is dead, that kild my Edward, 

And the beholders ofthis tragicke plaie, 

The adulterate Haftings,Riuers,Vaughan,Gray, 

Vntimclie fmothred in their duskie gra ues, 

Richard yet Iiues, hcls blackeintelliecnccr, 

Onely referued their fadtor to buic foulcs. 

And lend them thcther,but at hand at handcs, 
cnfucs his piteous, and vupittied end, 

Earth gapcs^hell burnes,fiendes rqare^ajntcs praie, 
Tohauchinifuddenlyconuciedaway. 



Ctnccll 



mm 



of Rich *r A the third. 

Cancell His bond oflife,dcarc God I pray, 

Tbatl mayliue to fay.the dog is dead. 

Qu O thou didft prophecie the time wouldcome, 

That / Ihould WiTh for thee to helpe me curffe. 

That botteld fpider, that foule bunch-backt toadc. 

QuMar. /cald thee then, vainc floorifh ofmy fortune, 
/caldthee then, poore fhadow,painted Qjeene, 

The prefentation of, but what / was, 

The flattering /ndex of a direfull pageant, 

One heaued a high,tobe hutld do wne belowe, 

A mother oneIic,mockt with two fweete babes, 
Adrcameofwhich thou wert a breath, a bubble, 

A figne of dignitie, a garifli flagge , 

To be the aimeofeueric dangerous fhot, 

AQueenein ieaft onclie to fill the foeane. 

Where is thy husband now,where be thy brothers? 
Whereatc thy childrcn;wherein doeft thduioycf 
Who lites to thee, and cries God faue the Queene? 

Where be the bending peeres that flattered thee? 

Where be the thronging troopes that followed thee? 
decline all this, and fee what now thou art, 

For happic wife, a mod: diftrefied widow, 

For ioyfull Mother, one that wailcs the name, 

ForQueene, a vcric caitiuc crownd with care. 

For one being fued to, one that humblie fues. 

For onccomtnaunding all, obeyed of none. 

For one that fcomd at me, now fcornd of me. 

Thus hath the courfe of iuftice whe’eld about. 

And left thee bur, a verie ptaie to time, 

Hauingno mote, but thought of what thou wert, 

To torture thee the more, being what thou art. 

Thou didft vfurpe my place,and doeft thou not, 

Vliirpe the iuft proportionofmy forrow, 

Now thy proud necke,bcares halfe my burthened yoke,, 
From which, euen here, I flippemy wearie necke. 

And leaue the burthen of it all on thee : 

Farewell Yorkes wife, and Queene offad mifehance, 

Thefe Engiifh vvoes, will make me fenile in France. 











i 



)N,1597 THE BRITISH LIBRARY (Huth 47) OctaVO 




The Tragedie X^ ' « 

Qu. O thou we! skild in curfcs, (laic a while, 

And teach me how to curfe mine enemies. 

Qib Mar - Forbeare to fleepe the nights,and Taft the daiei 
Compare dead happineffe with Iiuing woe, 1 

Thinlce that thy babes were fairer then they were 
And he that flew them fbulerthen he is, * 

Bettting thy Ioffe makes the bad caufer worfe, 

Rcuoluing this,wil teach thee how to curie. 

Qu. My words ate dui, O quicken them with thine. 

% wocs * i! make Jta fliarp.& pierce like mint. 
Du. Why mould calamitic be ful of words? Exit 

Qu. Windie atturnies to your Client woes, , 

A erie fucceedcrs of inteftate ioies, ' 

Poore breathing Orators ofmiferies, 

Let them haue icope, though what they do impart, 

Helpc not at ai, yet do they calc the hart. 

Duch. /[ fo, then be nottoong-tide, go with me, 

And in the breath ofbittcr words lets (mother 
My damned ionnc,which thy tw'o fwcet fons finotherd, 

1 hcarc his drum, be copious in exclaimcs. 

Enter K, RicbardmurchtugwithTirummei 
uudTrumpets. 

King Who intercepts my expedition? 

Duch. A (he, that might haue intercepted thee 
By ftrangling thee in her accurfed wombe. 

From al the daughters wretch, that thou haft done. 

Qtg Hidft thou that forehead with a golden crowne 
Where (h ould be graucn,ifthat right were right. 

The (laughter of the Prince that owed that Crowne, 

And the dire death ofmy two fonnes, and brothers; 

Tel me thou villainc flauc, where arc my children ? 

T)uch , Thou t ode, thou tode,where is thy brother Clarence? 

And little Ned Plantagenet, his fonne ? 

Qu. Where is kind Ht^mgi.TQuers/'augbatt, 

King A flourifh trumpets, ftrike alarum drummes. 

Let not the heauens heare thefc tcl-tale women 
Raile on the Lords aimointed. Strike /Laic. The trumpets 
Either be patient, and intreat roe fairc,- ; 
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Or with the clamorus repot tofwari aibiioh!.^ t 

Thus will ! drowne r your cxdamatioris, > 

‘Du. Art thoumy fon? 

King. I, /change God,my father and your felfe. 
Daflhen patiently here my impatience. 

King- Madam I haue a touch ofyour condition. 
Which cannot brookc the accent ofreproofe. 

Du. i will be mild and gentle in my fpcach. 

Kig. Andbticfegood mother for lam in haft. 
Du. Art thou fo haftie / haue ftaid for thee, 

God knowes in anguifh,painc and agonie, 

Kirg. And came I not at laft to comfort you? 
p„.No by the holic roodc thou knowft it well. 
Thou camft on earth to make the earth my hell, 

A greuous burthen was thy berth to me, 

Techie and waiward was thy infancie, 

Thy fchoelc-daicsfrightful,dcfperate, wild, and furious 
Thy prime of manhood,daring,bold and venturous. 
Thy age confirmed ,proud,fubtile,bloudie,trechcrous, 
What comfortable houre canft thou name 
Thateucrgract mein -thy companie? 

King. Faith none but Humphrey houre, that cald y 
To breake faft once forth of my companie, 

Ifl be fo di/gracious in your fight, 

Let me march on, and not offend your grace. 

Du. O heare me fpealce for I fhal neuer fee thee nr 
Kin%. Come, come, you art too bitter. 

Du, Either thou wilt die byGodsiuft ordinance, 
Eeare fiom this war thou turne a conqueror. 

Or I with griefe and extreame a ge (hall perifh, 

And neuer lookevpon thy face againe, , 

Therefore take with thee my moft heauy curfe. 
Which in the daie ofbattaile tire thee more 
Then all the compleat armor that thou wearft. 

My praiers on the aduerfe partie fight, 

And there the little fbules ofEdvvards children, 
Whifper the fpirits ofehine enemies. 

And promife them fucceft’e and yi&oric, 




The Tragedy 

Bloudie thou art.bloudic wil bcthy end. 

Shame femes thy Iife 3 and doth thy death attend. Exit. 

Qu. Though far more caufe.yet much Icfle fpirit to curfe 
Abides in me,I faie Amen to all. 

King. Staie Maddam ,1 mud fpeakea word with you, 

Qh. /haueno moe fonnesofthe royallbloud. 

For thee tomurtherformydaughtersRichard; 

They fhalbe praying nunnes not weeping Quecnes, 

And therefore leuell not to hit their liues. 

King You haue a daughter cald Elizabeth, 

Vertuous and faire,roiall and gracious. 

Qtt. And muft fhe die for this? O let her ltue! 

And ile corrupt her maners,ftainc her beautie^ 

Slander my felfe as falfe to Edwards bed 
Throw oner her the vale ofinfamie, 

So fhe may Hue vnskard from bleeding {laughter, 

I will confefle {he was not Edwards daughter. 

Kmg Wrong not her birth,fhe is ofroiall bloud. 

Ogg To faue her life,ile faie fhe is not fo. 

K ng Her life is onlie fafeft in hir birth. 

Qu. And onlie in that fafetic died her brothers. 

■King Lo at their births good ftars wereoppoiite. 

Qjq^ No to their Hues bad friends were contrarie. 

King All vnauoided is the doome of deftinie, 

Qh. True when auoided grace makes deftinie. 

My babes were deftinde to a fairer death, 

/fgrace had bleft thee with a fairer life. (armes 

Kmg Madam,fo thriue/in my dangerous attempt ofhoflile 
As /intend more good to you and yours, 

Then eueryou or yours were by me wrongd. 

Qg' What good is coucrd with rhe face ofheauen, 

7o be difeouerd that can do me good, 

King The aduancemcptofyour children mightie Ladie. 
Qu, Vptofbmejfcaffoldjtheretoloofe their heads. 

King No to the dignirie and height of honor, 

The high imperial tipc ofthis earths glorie. 

Qm. Flatter my forrowes with report ofit, 

Tell me what '1 ate,whac dignitie.what honor? 

Canft 



Canfl thou demife to anie child ofmine. ; i,, 

King, Euenalllhaue.yeaandmyfclfcahdall, 

Will I withal endow achild of thine. 

So in the Lethe of thy angne foule, ... . 

Thou drown the fadd remembrance of thole wrongs 
Which thou fuppofoft I hauc done to thee. 

Qu, Be bricfe,leaft that the proceffe of thy kindnes, 

Laft longer cclHng then thy kindnes doe. 

King. Then know that from my foule I Ioue thy daughter. 
My daughters motherthinkes it withher foule. 

Kmg. What do you thinke? 

Qu. That thou doftloue my daughterfrom thy foule, 

So from thy foules Ioue didft thou Ioue herbrotbets, 

And from my harts Ioue I do thanke thee for it. 

King. Be not lo haftie to confound my meaning, 

/meane that with my foule I Ioue thy daughter. 

And meane to make her QueeneofEngland. 

Qu. Saic then, who doft thou meane fhal be her king? 
King. EuenhethatmakcsherQueen,whofhould bcelfc? 
£?».What thouf 

Kmg I eucn I, what thinke you ofit Maddame? 

Qu. How canfl thou wooe her? 

King Th^t would I lcarnc of you. 

As one that are beft acquainted with her humor. 

Qu. And wilt thou learn of me? 

Kwg Madam with al my hart 

Qh. Send to her by the man that flew her brothers, 

A paire ofbleeding harts thereon ingraue, 

Edward and Yorkc,thcn happcHc £bc wil weepe. 

Therefore prefent to her as fomeumes Margaret 

Did to thy farher,ahandkcrcher fteeptin Rutlandsbloud, 

And bid her drie her weeping cies therewith. 

If this inducement force her not to Ioue, 

Send her a florie of thy noble a&s, 

Tel her thou madft awaie her VncIeCIarence, 

Her Vncle Riucrs,yca,and forherfake 

Madft quicke conueiance with her good Aunt Anne; 

Kmg Come,come,youroockcroc,thisisnottkw»c 

K.2 T 
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To win your daughter. 

There is no other waie : . If. 

Vnlefle thou could/? put on fome other drape, : 

And not be Richard that hath done all this. 

Kmg Infer fa ire Englandspeace by this alliance. 

Qu. Which flic fh all purchafc with dill lading w 
Kmg Saie that the king which may command intreats. 

Qu, Th tat her hands which the kings king forbids. 

Kmg Saie fhe fhalbe a high and mightie Qneenc. 

Qj/. 7owailcthetitleashermotherdo:h, 

Kmg Saielwil lone her eucrladinglie. 

Qft, But how long fhali that title euer lad. 

King Sweetlic inforce vnto herfairc lyucs end, 

Qng But how long fa rely ill all her fwcec life lad? 

King Solongasheaucnandnaturelcngthensit. 

Qh. SolongashellandRichardlikesofit. 

King Saie I her foueraign am her fubieCt lone. r. ! •:• 
Q“. But die your fubie&loathsfuchfoueraindc. 

King Becloquentinmybehalfetohcr, 

Qjt. An honed talefpeeds bed being plainlie told. 

King Then in plaine termes tell her my lotting tale. 

On. Plaine and not honed is to har/h a dilc, 

K mg Madame your reafons are too fhallow & too quicke 
O no my reafons are to deepe and dead. 

Toodcepe and dead poorc infants in their graue, 

Kmg Harpe not onetnatftringMadam thatispad. 

Qh. Harpe on it dill fhali I till hat tdritigs breake. 

Kmg Now by myGeorge,myGatterandmycrovvn4 
Qu. Prophand 5 di(honerd 3 and the third vfurped, 

King I fweare by nothing. x 

Qn. Bynothing/orthis is no oath. 

The George prophand hathlod ius holichonor, 

7 hcGarterblemifht pawnd hisknightlie venue. 

The crown vfurpt difgrac't his kingliedignitie, 

Iffomething thou wilt fweare to be beleeude, 

Sweare then by fomethingthat thou had not wrongd, 

Kmg Now by the World. 

Tis fuloftby. foule wrongs. i ::i 

•• ; i 1 King My 
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Xing. My Fathers death. 

Thy life hath th at difhonord. 

King. Then by my felfc. 

Thy felfe.thy felfc tnifufeff. 

King. Whie, then hy God, 

Og Gods wrong is mod of all, 

Ifthouhaddfeard, to breake anoathbyhim, 
Thevnitie theking my brother made, 

Had not bene broken, nor my brot'erflaine. 

If thou hadd feard to breake an oath by him, 
Theemperiallmettafl circlingnow thy brow. 

Had orad the tender temples of my childe, 

And both the princes had bene breathing hcerc. 
Which now, two tender plaie - fellowcs for dud, 

Thy broken faith, hath made a praie for wormes. 
King. By the time to come. 

Qu. That thou had wrongd in time orepad. 

For I my fclfe. hue manic tearts to wafh, 

Hereafter time, for rime, by the pad wrongd , 

The children line, whole parents thou haft flaughterd 
Vngouernd youth, to waile it in their age. 

The parentsliue, whole children thou haft butchcrd, 
Oldc withered plantcs. to waile it with their a ge, 
Sweare not by time to come, for that thou haft, 
Mifufed,eare vfed,by time mifufed orepaft. 

Kmg. As 1 intend to profper and repent, 

So thriuc 1 in my dangerous attempt, 

Ofhodile annes, my felfc, my fclfe confound, 

Daye yeeld me not thy light, nor night thy reft, 

Be oppodte , all planets of good lucke. 

To my proceedings, if with pure heartes loue, 
Immaculate deuocion, holie thoughtes, 

1 tender not thy beauteous prineclie daugnter, 

In her confides my happines and thine. 

Without her followes to this land and me, 

To thee her fclfe, and manic a Chrifti?" 

Sad deflation, rui.nc ,and decaie, 

It cannot be auoided but by this, 



K'T 
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/t will not be auoidcd but this.* 

Therefore good mother ( I muft call you fo) 

Be the atturncy of my loue to her* 

PJeadcwhat I will be, not what Ihauebcnc, 
Notbydefertcs, but what I willdefcruc, 
vrge the neccfficie and ftatc of times. 

And be not pieuifh,fond in gre it defigncs. 

Qu^ Shall /be tempted ofthediuell thus. 

King. I, ifthe diuell tempt thee to doe good. 

Qh. Shall I forget my felfe, to be my felt’e. 

Kmg. Ijifyourfelfcs remembrance, wrong your felfe ■ 

OiL. But thou did/1 kill my children. 

King. But in your daughters wombe,I buried them. 
Where in that nett of fpicerie they (ball breed, 

Selfesof themlelhes, to yourrecomfiture. 

Qtt. Shall I gowinnemydaughtertothy wiH. > 

King. And be a happie mother by the deede, 

Qu. I goc, write to me veric fhortlic. u ’ *’■. , 

King, Bcare her ny true loues kiffe,farewell. Exit. 

Relenting fbole, and mallow changing woman. Enter Ret. 

Rat. My gracious Soucraignc on the weftemc coaft, 
Rideth a puiffant N auie. To the fhore, 

7hrong manie doubtful! hollow hatred friendcs, 
Vnarmd,and vnrcfolud to beate them backe; 

Tis thought that Richmond is their admiral!. 

And there they hull, cxpc&ing but the aide, 
OfBucking'iam,to welcome them a fhore. 

King. Some light fbotc friend, poft to the Duke ofNotft 
Ratclifte tby felfe, or Catcfbic, where is hce? 

Cat. Here my Lord. 

King. Flie to the Duke 3 poft thou to Salisburie, 

When thou comft there, dull vnmindfull villainc, 
Whicftandft thou flill? and goeft not to the Duke. 

Cat , Firft mightie Soucraighe 3 let me know your miudt) 
What, from your grace, I fhaiil deliuer them. 

King. O, true good Catclbic, bidhim leuieftraightj 
The greateft ftrength and power hecan make, 

And raectc me prefcntlic at Salisburie, 




va Whatisityourhighnespleafure, 1 fhall doat Salisbu- 
K ■' whie? what wouldft thou doe there before I goe? (ty, 
R at. Your highnes told me I fhould poft before. 

King. My mind is changd fir, my minde is changd. 

How now, what newes with you? 

Enter Darbic. 

Par. None good my Lord, to pleafe you with the hearing, 
Nor none fo bad, but it may well be told . 

King. Hoiday,a riddle, neither good,norbad: 

Why doeft thou runne fo many mile about. 

When thou maitt tell thy tale aneerer way. 

Once more, what newes? 
par. Richmond is on the Seas. 

King. There lethim finke,andbe the feason)iim, 

White liuerd runnagate,what doeth he there? 

Par. I know not mightie Soueraigne,but by gueffc. 

King. Wellfir, as you gueffc, as you gueffe. 

Dor. Sturd vp by Dorfet, Buckingham, and Elie, 

He makes for England,there to claime the crowne. 

King, Is the chaire emptie? is the fword vnfwaicd? 

Isthe king dead ? the Empire vnpoffcft? 

What he: re ofYorkeisthcre aliuebutwe? 

And who is Engl ands King, but great Y orkes heire,? 

Then tell me, what doeth he vpon the fea? 
j Dor. Vnleffc for that my liege, I cannot gueffe. 

King Vnlefle for that,he comes to be your liege. 

You cannot gueffe, wherefore the Welfhman comeSj 
Thou wilt reuolt, and flie tohim /feare. 

Bar, No mightie liege, therefore miftruft me not* 

Kmg Where is thy power then ? to beate him backe. 

Where are thy tennants ? and thy followers? 

Are they not now vpon the Wefteme fhore? 

Safe conducing, the rebels from their fhips. 

Bar, No my good Lord, my friendcs are 
King, Cold friends to Richard, what doe they in the North? 
When they fhould ferue, their Soueraigncin the Weft. 

Bar. They.haue nothin commaunded, mightie foueraigne. 
Pleafe it your Maieftie to giuc me lcauc, 

Be mu* 
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’cUjleauebehinde, 



in Deuonfhire, 



■s ofFdcatfu 



Buckingham, 



The T ragedie 

1 !e rtuiftcr vp ifiy friendes and meete your grace; ’ 
Where, and what time , your Maiedie fhall plead 
King- I,T,thou wouldeft be gone, to ioyne vi 
/ will not truft you Sir. • 

D«r. Mod mightie Soueraignc, 

You haue no caufe to hold my friendflup doubtfully 
I neuer was, nor neuer will befalfc. 

Well, go muftcrmen,buthcare 
Yourlonnc George Stanlic, lookeyourfa 
Or elie, his heads a durance is butfraile. 

Bar, So deale w ith him, as /proue 

Enter a Wlejfengcr 
■Mef, My gracious Soueraignc,n 
As I by friendes am well aduei tided, 

Sir William Courtney, and the haughi 
Bifliop ofExccter, his brother there. 

With manie mo confederates, are in amies. 

j Enter another Mefferger. 

tJMef, My Liege, in Kent die Guilfordcs are in amies 
And euerichctircmore competitors, 

Flocke to their aide, and dill their power inct 
Enter another tJMeffenger. 

Mef, My Lord, the armieofthe Duke ofBucktngnai 

King. Outonyouowles,nothingbut 
Take that vntill thou bring me better rewes. 

Mef. Your grace midakes, the ne wes / bring is good, 
My nc wes is that by fudden floud, and fall of water, 

The DukeofBuckinghams armie is difperd and 
And he himfclfefled,noman knowes whether. 

King. O I cne you mercie,I did miftake 
Ratclifle reward him, for the blow I gaue \ 

Hath any well aduifed friend giuen out 
Rcwardes for him that brings in 
■Mef. Such proclamation 

Enter another Meffenge 

Otfef. Sir 7TiomasLouel, and Lord -j~ - 

Tis Laid my liege, are vp in armes, 






of Richard the4hird. 



Yet diisgcodconifoxt bring! to your grace, . 

The Brittaine nauie is difperd, Richmond in Dorfliire 
Sent out a boate to aske them on the fhorc, 7 ' 

Ifthcy were his afiidants yea, or no: 

Who anfwered him, they came from Buckingham, 

Vpon his parde jhe midruding them, 

Hoift (ale,and made away for Brittaine. 

King. March on, march on,fince we are vpin armes, 

/fnot to fight with forreine enemies. 

Yet to beatc do wne, thefc rebels here at home. 

Enter Cafefhie. 

Cat. My liege, the Duke of Buckingham is taken, 

Thats the bed newes, that the Earle of Richmond, 

Is with amightiepower landed atMilford, 
h colder tidings, yet they mud be told. 

King. Away towardesSalisburie, while we reafonhere, 

A roy all battell might be wonne and loft. 

Some one take order, Buckingham be brought, 

To Salisburie,the reft march on with me. Exeunt. 

Entee < Dar!>ie ) Sir Chrifiofher. 

Dor. .Sir Chrid apher,teil Richmond this from me. 

That in the die of this moft bloudie bore, 

My fonne George Stanlie is ffanckt vp in hold. 

If I reuolt,off goes young Georges head, 

Thefeare ofthat,withholdesmy prefent aide, 

But tell me,wherc is princelie Richmond now? 

Chrifl. At Pembroke,or at Harford-weft in Wales. 

Dar. What men of name refort to him. 

Sir Walter Hcrbert,a renowned louldicr, 

SirGilbert Talbot,Sir William Stanlie, 

Oxford, redoubted Pembroke,Sir lames Blunt, j 

Rice vp Thomas, with a valiant crew. 

With many moe of noble fame and worth. 

And towardes London they doe bend their courfti 
y the way , they be not fc ught with all. 

T uu-' ^f tourne vntothy Lord,commcnd mc to him, 
p C „ t j le Qyecne hath hartelie confentcd, 

c “ )a c ^p°ufe Elizabeth her daughter. 
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J tfkttfrAgdy \ 

Thefe letter, syvill;efoluehim ofmy: minde. 

Farewell. '• •vtfi ni bt.i:fuibiR t ;:jc<ijhri « Exeunt* 

Enter Buckinghtb) to execution ! ! • • '■ i -vmtnZ 
Buck. Will not kingRiehard-le't me fpeake with him. 

Rat. No myLoird, therefore be patient. 1 
Buck. Haftings,and Ed wards children, Riuers, Gray, 

Holie king Henne,and thy faJre fbnne Edward, 

Vaughan.and allthiathaue mifearried, 

By vnderhand corrupted,fbule inutftice, 

If that your moodie diTcontcrited foules. 

Doe through the eloudes, behold this prefent houre, 

E uen for reuenge, mocke my deftrudfion . 

This is Alfouks day fcllowcsjis it not? 

Rat. ItismyLord. , . 

Buck,. Whie then Alfoules day,is my bodies domefday: 
This is the day,that in king Edwards time, 

I wiflit might fall on rrre,when I was found, 

Falfe to his children, or his wjues allies: 

This is the day, wherein I wifht to fall, 

By the falfe faith, of Hiifi.Itrufted mblE ' 

This, this Alfoules day, to my fcarefuilfoule. 

Is the determind refpit of my wrongs.* 

That high al-feer, tiiat l daified \ViSij 0 ' ^ ' ‘ J ' i • j 

Hath turnd my faiqed prayer ofr riiy head. 

And giuen in earneft what / begd in ,ieft . 




I 



To turtle their ovvne pointes, on their Ma liters bofome: , 

Now Margarets curfc, is fallen vpon my head, 

When he qitOrh fbc-fhall fplit thy hart with forrovv. 
Remember, Margaret was a Prophcteffe, 

Come firSjConuey me to the blocke offhame, 

Wrong hath but wrong ? and blame the dpw.ofblame. 

Ensr Richmond with drums and trumpets. 

Rich . Fellowesin armes, and my moft Ipuing friendes, 
Bruifd vnderneath the ypake of tyrannic, 

Thus farre into the bowels oftheland, 

Haue we marcht on without impediment," 

And here receiue we, from our Father Stanne, 



ISocsoffaire comfbrt,andincPuragetti6fifi m ot .ihbioJ ion 
The wretched,bladdie,knd'vfurping bore/- 
That fpoHdyour fomcr.fieldes,artd fruitful! vines, 

5wils your warme bloud like Wafh,and makes his trough, 

/n your inbowcld bofomes, this foulcfwinej * ngiutm > 

LiesnoweueninthecentcrofthisIle,i>h n. .■.ill- / k depdf 
NearetothetowpeofLcycefter^sWedeamer / d ’’ .c3 on 1 
FromTamworththcthcr^isbutonedayeSrnarch^ f;1 ; 1 

In Gods name chcereliebn, couragiousfiiendes,-! ' “ - 
To reape the harueff of perpecuall peace, 
Byihisonebloudictrialloffliarpe wane, o-i: n -o. s 

' i Lo, Euerie mins confeience isa thoufand fwordes. 

To fight againft that bloudie homicide; 1 v v’ 

2 Lo. I doubt not but his friendes will flie to vs, 

3 Lo. He hath no friendes, but who are friendes for feare. 
Which in his greateflneede will ftirinkefioiii him . 

Rich. All for ouryantige, then in Gods name ttiardh. 

True hope is fwi%arid flies with S walloWes wings. 

Kings icmake Gods, and meaner creatures kings. Exit. 

Enter King Richard, Norffol^Rsttcliffe^ 
Catcfbiejvitk others, w.: 1 

K/«jr . Here pitchour tentes,ieuen here in Bofworth field, * 
Whie, ho w now Catesbiej whie lookft thou fo bad. v ; 

Cat, My hart is ten times lighterthen my lookes. 

King, Norffolke,comthethcr. 

Norfiolke,we mufl haueknockes,ha,muft we no tf 
Ncrjf. We muft both giue,andtake,my gracious Lord,. 

King. Vp vyith my tent there,here will I lie tonight. 

But where to morrow, well,allis one for that* 

Who hath diferied the number of the foe. 

Norff. Sixe or feuen thoufand is their vtmoft number 
King. Whie our battalion trebles that account, • I • ;< 
Befides, the Kings name isatowerofftrength, vis’ v 1 • K 
Which they vpon the aduerfepartiewant, v . ; : !* : 

Vp with njy tent there,' valiant gentlemen j 

Let vsfuruey die , vantage ofthe field, 1! n> 

Gall for fome men of found dire£Hon, 

Lets want no difciplii ie,makc no delaie,- ; 

L 2. For 







For Lordc*, to morrowisa hufie day. £x*m. 

Enter Richmond rviththe Lordetgfc, \ 

Rich. The wearie fonnehathmadea golden fete. 

And by the bright tracke ofhisheric Carre, - 
Giucs fignall of a goodlie day to morrow, 

Where is Sir William Brandon, he fhall bcarc my ftanderd 
The Earle ofPembjvoke kcepe his regiment;- vf. : -m . 

Good captaine Blunt,beare my good nigbtto him, 

And by the lecondhoure in the morning, 

Dcfirethe Earle to fee me in my tent. ; IT 

Yet one thing more,good Blunt before thou goeftj 
Where is Lord S taulie quartetd jdoeft thou know, 

Blunt. V nleffe I haue mifrane his coulcrs much, 

Which well I am aflur’d,/ haue not done. 

His irgimentjlies halfe a mile at leaft, * 

South from the mightie power of the king. 

Rich. If without perrill itbe poflible; n- 
Good captaine Blunt bcaremy good night to hiin, 

And giue him from me, this mod needefull fcrowle. ' 

Blunt. Vpon my life my Lord, He vndertake it. 

Rich. Farewell good Blunt. 

Giue me fome inke, and paper, in my tent, 
lie drawe the forme, arjdmodleof out battel, 

Limit each leader to his fcuerall charge, n ' - • ' ; ' 

And part in iuft proportion our finalfftrength. 

Come ,lct vs confult vpon to morrowesbunnes, 

In to our tent, the aircis ra we and cold. 

Ettffif king Richard, Norff. Ratclffe 
v.ih CateJbic T &c. 

K#jr. Whatisaclocke. 

Cut. Itisiixcofclocke,fulHuppertime. 

K ing. I will not fup to night,giue me fomc inke and paper, 
What?ismy beuereafidrrhenitwas?, \ / 

And <11 my armour i?tdimmny tern? • j •• ^ ‘, T 

C*t, It is my Liege,and all thinges are irt rcadines. 

King. Good Norffolk?,hictheetothycharge > {- ,! : ' 
VfecarefuII watch, chufe truflic centinell, 

Ne/rjf, /gocmyLqrd, • !:;i i ;o. ■< 

'{ £ J StUtf 




of Richard the th 

King. Stur with the Larke to morrow gentle NorfFolke, 

I warrant you my Lord, 

Kng. Catesby. 

Rat. My lord. 

King. Send out a Puriiuant atamies 
. To Stanley s r£giinent,bid him bring his power 
Before fun rifing,lcafr his fonne George fall 
Into the blind caue of eternal night. 

Fill me a Bowie of wine, giue me a watch, 

Saddle white Surrey for the field tomorrow, 

Lookc that my flaues be found and not too heady Ratliffc, 

Rt. My lord. 

King. Sawfi thou the melancholic Lo.Northumberkndf 
Rat. Thomas the Earle ofSurrey and himfelfe. 

Much about cocklhut time,from troupe to troupe 
Went through the army cheering vp the foldiors. 

King. So I am fatisfied,giue me a bouleof wine, 

Ihaue notthat alacrity offpirit 

Not checrc of mind that I was wont to haue: 

Set it down. Is inke and paper ready/ 

Rat. It is my lord. 

King Bid my guard watch, leaue me. 

Ratliffe about the mid of night come to my tent 
•And helpe to arm:- me/ leaue me I fay. Exit, Ratliffe 

Enter Darby to Richmond in his ttnt. 

Dab). Fortune and vi£lotie fet onthy helmc. 

Rich, All comfort that the darke night can afford. 

Be to thy perfon noble fa ther in law, 

Tel me how fares our louing mother? 

I by attumey blefle thee from thymothet) 

Who praics continuailie for Richmonds good, 

So much for that the filent hom es fteale on, 

And fiakic darkenefle breakes within the eaft, 
jnbriefofor fo the fcafon bids vs be: 

Prepare thy battell e arelie in the morning. 

And put thy fortune to the arbitrement, 

Jf bloudie ftrokes and mortal flaring war, 
as * ma y>that which I would,/cannot, 

L 3 With 
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The Trag e<fie 

With bcft adirantage will decciue the time* * 

. And aide thee in this doubftilfliocke of armcs i v 

But on thy fide I may not be too forward * 

Lcafl being feene thy brother tender George 
Be executed in his fathers fight. 

Farewel,the Ieafure and the fearcfull time 

Guts ofFthe ceremonious vowes of louc, t 

And am p le enterchange offweet difeourfe, • ; 

'Whichfblongfundriedfriendsfhould dwclvpon 
God giue vs leifure for thefe rights ofloue, * 

Once more adiew, be valiant and fpeed well. 

Rich, Good lords condu&him to his regiment} 
lie firiue with troubled thoughts to take a nap, ’ 

Leaft leaden flumbcr peife me downe to morrow, 

When /fhould mount with wings ofviaoric, 

Once more aoodnightkind Lords and gentlemen, f.mi, 
O thou whofe Captainelaccount my felfe, 

Lookeonmy fbrcesw'ith a gracious tic: v ub.jn ! (• 
Put in their hands thy brufinglrons ofwrath, ; rf ■■ ’fb r M 
That they may crufh downe with a heauic fall. 

The vfurping helmets ofouraduerfaries .! . : 

Makevsthyminiftersofchaftifemenr, 

That we may praife theein the virfiorie, > burr,- lr job - : J: 
To thee I do commend my watchfull fbule, . f ■ 03 - , 

Earc /let fal the windo^v'es ofmihe eies. 

Sleeping and waking, oh defendme (fill ! ;4 * ' 

Enter theghoft of young Prince Edward i forme 

Harry the fixtjo Ri, r ‘ qv- nl> 

Gkcft to Ri. Let me fit h'eatiieonthy foule to morrow.' ! 1 
Thinke howthou ftabft me inmy prime ofyouth. 

At Teukesburie^dilpaire therefore and die, 

1 o ‘Ttycfat Be cheerful Richmond for the wrongedToules 
Of Butchered princes fight in thy behaJfe, 

King Henries iffuc Richmond comforts thee* 

Enter thcghoH of Henry thefixt* 

Cjhofl to Ri. When 1 vy as mortall my annointed body, 

By thee waspunched full of deadlie holes, 

Thinke on the tower and me difpaire and die, 

AA'/f f J 
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Harrie the fixt bids thee difpairc and die. 

To Rich. Vertuous and holie be thou conqueror, 

Harrie that prophified thou (houldftbe king. 

Doth comfort thee in thy fleepe line and florifti* 

Enter the Cjeafl of Clarence. 

Ghojl. Lctmcfetheauiein thy foule to morrow, 

I that was wafht to death with fuilome y\ ine, 

Poore Clarence by thy guile betraid to death: 

Tomorrow in the battaile thinke on me, 

And fall thy edgeles fword, difpaire and die. 

To Rich. Thou ofspring ofthehoufeofLancefter, 

The wronged heires of Yorke doprayforthee, 

Good angels guard rhy battaile liue and florifh. 

Enter the ghofis of Ritters, Cjray ^Vaughan. 

King Let me fit heauie in thy foule to morrow, 

Riucrs that died at Pomfiet,difpaire and die, 

(jraj. Thinke vpon Graie,andlet thy foule difpaire. 

Vaugh. Thinke vpon Vaughan,and with guiltie feare, 

Let fall thy launce, difpaire and die. 

A&toRi. Awake and thinke our wrongs in Richai 
Wei conquer him,a wake and win the daie. 

Enter the ghofis of the two yang < Prittces. 

Gho(t to Ri. Dreame on thy Ccofcns {mothered in t 
Let vs be lead within thy bofome Richard, 

And weigh thee down to ruinc,fhame,and death, 

Thy Nephewesfoules bid thee difpaire and die. 

To Rich . Slecpe Richmond fleepe, in peace and wake in ioy, 
G®d angels guard thee from the bores annoy, 

Liue and beget a happie race ofkings, 
towards vnhappie fonnes do bid thee florifh* 

Enter the ghofl of Haftings, 
cojl Bloudie and guiltie,guiltilie awake, 
nd in a bloudie battaile end thy daies, 
hinke on lord Haftings, difpaire and die, 

0 Rich. Quiet vntroubfed foule, awake,a wake, 
r me, fight and conquerfor faire Engiands fake. 



p. , Enter the gh oft of Lady Anne his wife, 

lc : arc * th 7 wife, that wretched Anne thy Wife, 

Li 



That 



sm j^^aa^segcsgceTTi ■ ■ ■■ j~.~-.-p-n , L 

The Tr age die 

7 hat neucr fiept a quiet houre with thee, . 

Now fils thy (leepc wiih preturbations, 

To morrow in the battaile thinke on me. 

And fail thy cdgelcs fvvord defpairc and die. 

To fitch. T hou quiet foule, fleepe thou a quiet fleepc 
Drcame offocceffe and happie vi&orie, f 

Thy aduerfaries wife doth praie for thee. 

Enter the (fonji of Bucking b,i?n. 

The firft was I that helpt thee to the crown. 

The lafl was I that felt thy tyrrannie, 

Oin the battaile thinke on Buckingham, 

And die in terror of thy giltinefle, 

Dreame on dreame on,ofbloudie deeds and death. 
Fainting, defpaire.defoaring yeeld thy breath, 

To 'Rich. I died for hope ere I could lend thee aid, 

But cheare thyhcart.andbe thou notdifinaid, 

God and good angels fight on Richmonsfide, 

And Richard fals in height of all his pride. 

Rtchar dfi arteth vp out of a drear t. 

Kwg Ri. Giue me another horfe,bindvp my wounds, 
Hauc rnercic lefu: foft,I did but drcame, 

O Coward confidence, ho w doll thou aflMmc? 

The lights burne blew,itis now dead midnight. 

Cold fearefoll drops (land oil my trembling flciTi, 

What do I fearePmy fclfe. ;, thercs none elle by, 

Richard loues Richard, that is 1 and I, 

Is there a murtherer here? no. Yes I am, 

7 lien fife, what from my felfe? great reafon whic? 

Lead [ reuenge. What my felfe vpon my felfe? 

Alacke /Joue my felfe, wherefore? for anie good 
That I my felfe naue done vnto my felfe; 

0 no, alas I rather hate my felfe, 

For hatefull deedes committed by my felfe, 

1 am a villaine,y et / lie /am not, 

Foolc ofthy felfe fpeake vvcll,foole do not flatter, 

My confidence hath a thouland feucrall tongues. 

And cuerie tongue brings in a feueral tale. 

And eueric tale condemns me for a yillaine. 



/eriune,pcriurie,in thehigheft tfegree, 

Murther,fterne murchcr,in tire dyreft dr'gree. 

All leuerall finncs,all vfde in each degree. 

Throng to the barre , crying all guiltfoguiltie. 

Khali difpaire, there is no creature loues me, 

And ifl die, no foule will pitie me.- 

And wfcosfcte fHould^^,(in^^^^Kky a.^ 

Finde in niy felfe, no pitie to my felfe. 

Me thought the foulcs ofall that . I had muttherd, 

Came to my tent, and cuery one did threat. 

Tomorrow s vengeance on the head ofRichard. 

is&rr mo nosv JrkB^'luta booa juc 

Enter Ra'-cliffe, 

Rat. Ratcliffe,my Lord,tisI,the,earIie village cocke, 

Hath twife done falutation to the morne, 

Yourfricndes are vp, and buckle on theirarmor. 

Ring. O Ratcliffe,I hauc dreamd a fearefoll dreame, 

What thinkil tnou,wiil our friendesprouc all true? 

Rot. No doubt my Lord. 

K%. O Ratcliffe, J feare, I feare. 

Rot. Nay good my Lord, be not afraid oflhadowes. 

Ting By the Apoftle Paul, fliadowes to night, 

Haue ftroke more terror to the foule ofRichard, 

Then can the fobllanee often tfioufend fouldiers. 

Armed in proofe,and led by fhallow Richmond. 

Tjs not yet neere day come, go with me, 

Vnder our rents 11 j plaie the eafe dropper, 
fo fee if any meaneto fhrinkefrom me. Extant. 

Enter the Lordes to Richmond, 

Lo. Good morrow Richmond. 

Criemcrcie Lordes, and watcbfoll gentlemen, 
atyou hauc tanc a tardie fluggard here. 

E 0 ‘ How haueyou fiept my. Lord? 

•jv tc * The fweetcft flccpe,and faired boding dreames, 
p ac euwentred inadrowfiehead, 
aue * your depaturc had my Lordes, 

M. Me 








Howfine into the i; ' f^} - cfi * 

Lo. Vpon the ftrokeoffourST-^'-i 1 ’Y c ‘F , b ] 1 ? !lA 

Rich, Whie, 

tits orattotftd rjnrjowaicTf: • ; 7-;; 

More then 5Iii jri S Lo: ' ^ 

The leafure and mfotceiiic^ofMrti^- ‘ 'i !ti ' 3 
Forbids to dwcHVj^^f«»toW^ •' i5v 2 ’ onomo 
God, and our good caufe, fight vpon our fide, 
ThepraiCTsofholySaintsand^'ifohgeatoules, 

Like high reardbuiwarkes, ftand before pur faetS-,‘ 

Richard.exceptthofcwhome^&htagairirf; V 

Had rather hkue vtf wirihe , ;tReri^iih‘d^e : y . . 

For, what is he they fblld#? gtntlei/n^ 

A bloudic tirant,anda homitide. 
Oner«(dihbloudiiai^6rt^i>li^^cft|l)ffliwa^f , 

One that tmdemeanesto come by wfrathehath, ' ! 

And flaughtcred thofe,that were the hicatics to hfcfpc him, 

A bafe foule ftonc,madapfciidusby tH^ foile ^ 3 ' :i ■' • 5> 
OfE nglands chaire,whcrcht is fitlfety fet/ 
OncthathathcucrbetieGbdsertcmie.- 
Thenifyou fight agaihfi Gods endniej :0rr!9 



Ifvou doe nencaganut your countries roes, ^ 

Y^urcouBtncsfa^flialfpaie yoW piiBejAeHrt. ’ 

If you doc frfcey our child ren frdm^hi^ 

Then in the name of Godartcrali then* npitt* 

Aduaunce ydiu ftarkfertds,dr 4 'wc ydufwillin 
For me, the rauniome ofmybofd atfceriiptr 
(hall be this could c<M^S bisUfe earths coMmc* 1 ^ 







V ,v *TJWiTTlA ~ 1 ” " v*i* • < ,' ^ 

Sound drummes and trumpet* boldlie^deheerefhilj^v 
God, and Saint Gfprge, Richmond and y idorfc. 

EtiFerY.tn^Ruhard. j R<tt 4 ^. o r; |H A 'A 
K mg. What faid Northumbcrland,a$,t©uphing Richmond, 
Rat. T hat he ncue^ai^ed y^inarmes nilcfed mo ion ^Jt 

Kwg He faid the truedijarid what FitdSurrcy then»or; ?b1noD 
Fat. He fmiled and faid ; thebct,er forourpurpofe, 

K mg. He vyasinthc right, andfoindeede iris: uk ; 

Tell the clocke there. • 7 he clocks jird^th. 

Giuc mea calender, who^w the Sunnetoday?! , fm , 1 ;oni> 
Fat. Not Imy Lord, , . ■, 

King. Then he difdaines to fliine,fbr by die bookcf U ■: -H k r ; '• * ? 
He Ihould hauc braud the Eaft an hpxucr agoe, / < kcv::i : : T 

A blacke day will it be to fome bodie Rat. 

Rat. My Lord. 

king. ThcSunnewiUnorbelcenetoday, c r r :kj !V : 
The skiedoeth frpyvne, and lovyre vppn our atinie 3 

I would chcfedc&icteares were fronvthe ground, ;o T 

Notfhinetoda^.* whie, what is that to me? J - - 

More then to Richmond, for the lelfe- fame hpauen, 

That frownes on me, lookcsladheyponlikn. - • L _ ,/• 
Enter Norfolk !. , . , 

Norff. Arme, arme, my Lord,t he foe vaunts in the field, n A 
K tag, Come,bu(i ; c.bulllejCaparilpntny hpdi, -. .'i 

Call vp Lord Standlip, bid him hi^g, his powers s hi ■ ?r\I 

I will leadc forth, my fouldietstti the pla^nc, A , Jfi: ’. [hi 
And thus my battaile iliall be orfjjercd. £t , r . oc ! 3 f {li f nr- il 

My foreward (hail be drawen out ailjnl§ng^ Jlu, r or!W 

^onlifting cquallieqfhprfe andfoote, ^ ic : 
:ed»nthepid^ : r . v ! 5V .'r 



Our Archers ^all hep 

soi bil A 

Mhaucthe 

^hey thus dite«eW,vye mWW*d orb n 'fir M bv hi bn A 

ft! n,atne > ei d-!i£c!2 

«« be well . winged wythpurchicfeflhwre: : • • 

r, vj ; • J M.i. ' Agood 
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The Tragedy 

Nor. A good dirc$ ion, warlike foueraigne, befbewttbbim 

This found ! on my tent this morning. 



ujo2- 

.boO 



Iccfyy of Ntrfolke be not ftbculd. 

For D < • bon thy majler is bought and foutd, 

Kng A thing deuifcdby the cnemie. 

Gogcntlemen euery man vnto his charge. 

Let not our babiingdreamft affright bur foules; ; '*■ 

Conference is but a wbr#tftat covyards vfc, 

Deuifd at firff to k eepe the firbngin awe. 

Our ftrong armes be our conference (words ,our law* 



~ ***y‘»~*V«' yy wmiwau.n iwann,otn raw* 

March on,ioine brauelie 3 let vs to it pell mell, 
Ifnettohcauentheohiridinhandtoheflv '■y.rM-.i 

Hit Or -tiftYl tnlAe • -*1 



«n 

y LiccMfr: 
•ab&f: ! • 




Who but for drearairigofi this fond exploit* 

For want ofmeans poore rats had hapgd themfelire, 

Ifwe be conquered Jet meb conqftrivs. 

And not thefe baltard Brittains w ipm our fathers 
H auc in their own land bcaiten bt>bd and thumpt. 

And in record left them the heifds’bFmame,' . • ■ ' - ‘ ‘ ‘ ; V' 
Shall-hefe ei)ioyourlands,Iie vsith our wiues? \ . 

Rauifh ourdaughters J h^l^^i'^^*®^^|f^r{j^[^S^ lw ^. < ^.'? r ; J 
^ghc gentlemen ofEngland,fight bold yeomen, 

■“ c-.'i . Draw 



His Or.itiontoWlsarmy; 

Whatfnal /(aie more then I hade ififcrd? L 
Remember whom you are to cope withall, 

A fort ofvagabond$,rafcols and runawaies, 

A fcuin of Britcains and bale lacky pefants, 

Whom their orecloied country Vomits' forth, s ' J ’ ' C-. 

To defperate adueutures and affurd deftruifion, 

You fleeping fafe they bring to you vnreft, 

You hau.ng lands and blcft with beauteous wifeSj 

They would reffraine the one, diftaihe the other, 

And who doth lcad<heni but apalrrey fellow;? 11 ' ‘ 

Long kept in Brittaine at our mothers coft, 

A milkelopr,one that neuer in his life; ‘ 

Felt fo much coldc as ouetfhooesiri ftidWif : > / V 

Lets wbipthefeftragglers ore the leas againe. 
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Draw archers draw your arrowes to the head, 

Spur y our proud horfeshard,and ride in bibud,’ 

Amaze the welkin with your broken ftaues, 

What faies lord Stanley, wil he bring his power? 

Mf My Iord,he doth deny to come, 

Ktng Off with his fonne Georges head. > • ■ '• 

Nsr. Mylordjtheenemie is part the marfh, >>■' 

After the battaile lee George Stanlejrdie. • ' . ' ; 

JO^Athoufand harts are great within my bofbme, 

Aduance our ftandards, let vpon our foes, 

Ourancient word ofcourage.faire faint George 
, Infpire vs with the fpleene of fierie Dragons, 1 \ ; 

Vpon them vidtorie fits orioiirhelmes. Exeunt. 

Al(trum,txcHrJionSyEnter Catesby. 

Catf. Refcewrriy lord of Norffolke, refee w,rdcew. 

The king cnadfs more wonders then a man. 

Daring an oppofite 10 cuerie danger, 1 ’ V ~ ■ 

Hishorfeisflaine,andall onfbot he fights, ;; r' 

Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death, 
Refcewfairelord.orelfe thedaieisloft. ■ 

Enter Rich rd. 

K ng A horfe,a horfe,my kingdome for aborfe. 

Cutef. Withdraw my lord,ile helpe you to a horfe 
K>ng Slaue 1 haue let my life vpon a caft, 

And / will fland the hazard of the die, 

/thinke there be fixe Richmonds in the field, 

Fiue haue 1 flaine to daic in Read ofbim, . ; • . 1 : . : . ; t V7 

. A horfe, a horfe, my kingdome for a horfe* 

Alarum^ Enter Richardand Richmond they fight ^Rich^diT-pUn 
then retrmt being founded. Enter Rtchm.nd,DA by fearing the 
crowne.mtb otner Lordfjfrc. "urT" 

Rt. GocLandyoiitanhes bcpiaiftlviiRonousfteends, 

The daie is ours,tl!\e bloudiedbg'is dead. ’ 

Dar. CoungiousRichmiona.Wel haflthbu^equltthec;, i- ‘ 
Toe here this long vfurped.fpialtie, 

From the dead tcmpleApfb>isblcjudife\yretch, - 
Haue I pluckt ofF to grace thy browes withal!, 

Weateitjenioy it,andmakc ; aiuchofit, ’ r ', . 

■ - - Buc 




iJlzX 

■¥\ 

aO 
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Rich. Great Qbdaf-hbauen foie Aracn,tftal^ mrf-ji 2 mQ 
ButtdIme,isyqi^G^oifge.Stanl<^lMiag^ o.il \-oiq moviun2 

D*r. He is my i« Jtd,Mldfafeiri Ldceftertowne, sdisxfoiA 
Whether ifit plca&you wc may now with JtaVteTsi z-jisl jdV/ 

Rich. What men ofname are flaine oneitherfide? ' \«_ 
lehn Duke of Tfyrffolke prater LordFerri ,/r 

'Rokrt tyraQkmbury & frmlli<mhrmim> V*. 

Rich. Inter their bodies as become their births, : 

Proclaim* pardon tothefoWiers fled, ,-! bnf. ; >'A 

That infubmiflton willreturne tovs, <?>-. L:il)mc. oonmki. 
And then as wehauetane the foerajawt,. lo L;o,v rrhqnciuO 
We will vuite the white rofe apd thetedidcjl aril liiww anjlut 
Smileheaucn vpon thisf^re-cpflHJjj^tptv ; ohoftiytawfc iiwjV 
That long haupitownd vporuhcirentnticj \\\ 

What traieprheares me and foies not Amen? • :j 




The father rafhlie flaughtad his ov. nibnne. 

The fotme compeld ben butcher to thtfirCjornffoifl J' gab! > 2 
All this deuided YorkeandvLaacafter, abio.ba doitiil wo-bl! 
Denidedin their dire dcdiiion. 

G now let Riehmondand Elizabeth^ l-ods^ori A . 

Thetruelueceedersofeaehroyallhoule^n A'ca -riaiV/ 

By Gods faireordinancCiConioine together, ’ 

A^kcflidrhettes(Go(^iffl>ytiit^-beib^ r! ^djbqefl bnA 
Enrich the time to comewith Ihipoth faftc peace, 2 d: c-aijrij v 
With fmiiingplcntieandftffeprolpcrousdaks,'; srl I aurdoid 
Abate the edge oftt a itors gracious Lord, A . m.shor! SjiliotlA 
Tl^yy<Hddteduqe,tiwfoblpudydafesagaln<5 
Andrnak'cpoote Englapdyvecpc itlftreat^csobbloud, 

Let them not liueto tall this landsapcreafr, av,a;v : ••swt 
T hat ' , 

Nowduiil wounds areflo|fc,p^^hdesagiiine^ itio a 

21mi^ei?i3|5lQngl&^^^ * ^ 

FfiWf&J i9< P l & / t>dol_ r : 'V 

■A.? ifA’irtjjWri'y j b&bx'- 

It w’ 
misM yoinv^ 'f* ' 
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